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KATKA ZUPANCIC:

Deputacija malih

ISTER, zvedli smo, da ste v pisarni,
pa da boste za otroSko mezdno delo glasovali.
Za usodo naSo gre; zato Zelimo, da bi nas sprasali,
preden se odlodite, nas, ki delamo v tovarni.

A zakaj nas gledate osorno in zakaj moléite?
Morda se vam zdimo, deca nebogljena,

za pogovor resen prezelena,

in se za ugled bojite?

Res je, mister, ni¢ ne vemo o Zivljenju!

A smo Ze zabarantani;

za plesnivo skorjo kruha—za mladost ogoljufani.
Ni¢ ne vemo o Zivljenju, mister, paé pa o trpljenju.

KaZe, da je svetu bolj pri srcu pes, ki se po cestah klati,
nego mi, ki dan na dan pri strojih, kakor suznji na galeji,
hrepeneéi po prostosti, solncu, Soli, igri v aleji—
klonemo premisljevaje: ¢emu nas je rodila mati , . .
In no€i? Mezdno izkoriS¢anje nas ne ubija le éez dan,

marveé i ponoéi. I v sanjah smo v njegove mreZe zapleteni.
I v sanjah streZemo poSastnim strojem—trudni, razboleni.
Le premislite: biti brez prestanka no¢ in dan tladan . . .

Ce ste ¢lovek, mister, éujte glas zatiranih otrok:

To ne gre, da bi Se nadalje pravo do razvoja nam jemali,
in bi Se naprej dolarje si iz naSih neznih sil kovali—
spri¢o cele vojske posla si iS¢o¢ih évrstih rok!
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Oblaki in valovi

MAMICA, bitja ki bivajo tam gori v oblakih mi klicejo:

“Mi se igramo, odkar se prebudimo, dokler se nagne dan.

Igramo se

z zlato zarjo, igramo se s srebrnim mesecem.”
Voprasam: “Ali kako naj pridem gori k vam?”
Pa odgovore: “Pridi na kraj zemlje, dvigni roke proti nebu in vzame te na

oblake.”
“Mamica me ¢aka doma,” pravim.
Nato se zasmejo in odplavajo.

Ali jaz poznam $e lepSo igro, mamica.
Jaz te zakrijem z obema rokama in sleme na-

Jaz bom oblak in ti bos mesec.
se hise bo modro nebo.
Bitja, ki bivajo v valovih, mi klicejo:

“Kako naj jo zapustim in pridem?”

“Mi prepevamo od zore do mraka; potujemo in ne vemo kam potujemo.”

Vprasam: “Kako bi se vam pridruzil?”

Oni pa mi reko: “Pridi na kraj brega in stoj s trdno zaprtimi oémi, pa te

odnese na valovih.”

Pravim: “Mamica hoce, da sem vsak veler doma— kako naj jo zapustim in

grem?”

Nato se zasmejejo, zapledejo in odplavajo.

Ali jaz poznam e boljso igro od te.
Jaz bom val in ti bos tuj breg.

Jaz se bom valil naprej in naprej in smejoé se ti razbijem ob nedrijih.

In nihée na svetu ne bo vedel, kje sva.

Juréié:

ELA kaca je mati in kraljica vseh

drugih ka¢. Sele v visoki starosti
postane bela. Glava ji je debela in po-
dobna maéji. Vrhu glave pa nosi krono
in v nji dragocen kamen demant, ki se
v temi tako sveti, da Sivajo Stirje kro-
jaéi pri njem brez druge svelave. Kdor
dobi tedaj demant iz njene krone, je
srefen za celo Zivljenje, toliko je vre-
den. Zato so jo Ze od nekdaj zelo zale-
zovali. Ali ta kamen dobiti je zelo tez-
ko, ker je bela kac¢a silno huda, in po-
veljnica vseh kaé ne stanuje nikoli sa-
ma, ampak v veéjih kacjih gnezdih, iz
katerih pride malokdaj na dan.

Bil je kaédji lovee, ki je gadom mast
pobiral. Nasel je v velikem skalovju
med bukovjem veliko kaéje gnezdo in je
hotel tudi tukaj gade poloviti, da bi po
svojem opravilu masti dobil. Vzame s

Pripovedka o beli kaci

seboj tovarisa, da bi mu pomagal, ker
se mu je dozdevalo, da bo kaé veé ko
drugod. Na skalovje priSedSi odbere
primeren kraj, odlomi leskovo Sibico, ki
je zrastla v enem letu, naérta s tako
Sibico ris, vstopi v sredo, pripravi svoje
orodje in vzame piscal v roke, da bi ka-
¢e sklical. Tovaris se je pa zbal bele
kace in si ni upal ostati v risu. Zleze
torej na deveto bukev od risa, in ko je
zatel oni v risu piskati na svojo piscal,
je videl, kako so lezle kade od vseh stra-
ni: rjave, pisane, grebenaste in druge
proti risu. Vsaka je polozila glavo na
ris. Naenkrat pride bela kacéa, poloZi
glavo na ris, vdari z repom po tleh in
v enem trenotku puhnejo vse kade na
lovea v risu in ga opikajo, da je umrl
pri tisti pri¢i. Ko bi njegov tovaris ne
bil na deveti bukvi, slaba bi se godila
tudi njemu.
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Vrzdenec

OJA mati je bila doma z Vrzdenca.
Ta vas je, pravijo, tam nekje v
Horjulski dolini; jaz ne vem, Ce je res,
ker je nikoli nisem videl in je tudi na
nobenem zemljevidu ni zaznamovane.
Ali da je na svetu in da je celo prav
blizu, je éisto gotovo. Morda sem bil
7e do nje samo Se za uro hoda; morda
sem jo bil kdaj na dolgih svojih potih
ponevedoma Ze ugledal, pa je nisem
spoznal po imenu in mi je bila tuja in
nema kakor vsaka druga vas. Zdi se
mi prav zares, da sva neko¢ stala z ma-
terjo na hribu ter gledala nanjo. Zgo-
daj zjutraj je bilo, mislim. V dolini so
bile e bele megle, iznad megla se je
vzdigal holmec, na holmeu je bila cerkev
z visokim obzidjem in na vas je
sijalo Zarko solnce. Na materinem ob-
razu je odseval ta krasni svit. Izteg-
nila je roko in je pokazala na vas.
“Tam je Vrzdenec!” Njen glas je bil
globok, mehak in zamiSljen, kakor da
bi rekel otrok: “Tam je lepo!” In
kakor da bi jetnik strmel skozi omreZ-
je: “Tam je polje!” ., ., . Morda pa je
vas Gisto kje drugje in &isto drugacéna
in so bile vse to samo sanje.

Nikoli nisem bil na Vrzdencu in vem,
da nikoli ne bom. Tudi ne, ¢e bi bil en
sam korak do tja. Spomnim se na to
vas, kadar sem zelo potrt, ali zelo bolan.
Takrat se mi pribliza, kakor se &asih
razboleli in preplaseni dudi pribliza
smrt. Prefinila me je neko¢ misel, iz
temne globotine, iz bolesti je bila segla,
da bom ob tisti uri, ko se bo treba na-
praviti na zadnjo pot, ugledal s slamo
krito koo, kjer se je rodila moja mati,
ugledal tudi 8e njeno zibko, z rdecimi
srei pomalano; in videl drobnega otro-
ka v predolgem zelenem krileu, njegove
prve, nebogljene korake, sliSal njegov
tenki smeh, njegove jecljajofe, napol
razumljive besede . . . in da bodo vse
naokoli, kakor cvetice na polju, cvetele

bele misli srea, ki Se ni bilo ranjeno od
spoznanja. PreSinila me je taka misel
in ne dvomim nié, da se bo res tako zgo- .
dilo. Ker spomin, ki se ¢loveku oglasi
iz onih krajev, ne leZe nikoli.

Dan pred smrtjo se je mati selila.
Bilo je Ze pod mrak in truden sem bil.
Mati je mirno sopla in zdelo se mi je,
da spi; zato sem Zel po prstih iz izbe
ter se napotil k sosedu, da si odpocijem
ob kozarcu vina. Ostal sem tam dokler
se ni do dobrega znocilo. Ko sem se
vrnil ter prizgal svetilko, me je zgrabila
za grlo neznana groza. Materina poste-
lja je bila prazna. Stal sem in trepe-
tal in se nisem mogel ganiti. Ni¢ ne
vem kako in ni¢ ne vem kedaj sem se
prestopil, hodil s svetilko v roki po iz-
bi, po veZi; in vse, kakor da hodi neki
drugi, ¢isto tuj ¢lovek, jaz pa da stojim
za mizo ter gledam in ¢akam, kdaj bo
opravil. Tako sem pridel skozi veZo in
po dveh lesenih stopnicah v malo kam-
rico, kjer je imela stara Zenska svoj kot.
Na postelji je leZala moja mati. Ko
sem jo ugledal, mi je stisnilo, do kaplje
izZzelo srce nekaj tako ¢udnega, da nik-
jer ni temu imena; bolest in ljubezen,
oboje in Se ve¢. Mati je bila mlada, lica
so bila zdrava, o¢i jasne in vesele, na
ustnicah smehljaj. Gledala me je z ne-
kako tiho, pritajeno preSernostjo, ne-
spametnega otroka, ki trepete, da sam
ne ve zakaj.

“Kako ste prili v to posteljo, mati?”

“Sama sem prila. Nikar ne misli,
da sem tako hudo bolna! Upam, da
bova kmalu na Vrzdencu. Saj se me-
niva Ze toliko let! Ko sem vstala, se mi
Jje kar zdelo, da bi se napotila naravnost
tja, pa nisem nasla obleke. Kam ste jo
spravili?”

Ob teh besedah, ob tem pogledu in
smehljaju mi je bilo, da bi Sel kam v
samoto, v temo in tam potoZil bolest.
Ker obcutil sem, da je v kamrici e ne-
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kdo tretji, ki se sklanja nad naju bled
in visok ter naju poslusa.

“Tista postelja tam ni prav postlana:
pece me, kakor da ste mi nasuli Zrjavice
pod rjuho. Tukaj je boljSe, le malo da-
le¢ je. Saj bi Ze skoraj bila prisla do
Vrzdenca, tako sem hodila. Stopim in
tudi zid stopi na stran, kakor da bi se
otroci lovili . . . Mislim, da bi si na-
roc¢ila voz do Vrzdenca, drugace ne pri-
deva nikoli tja. Kako bodo gledali, ko
se pripeljeva! Saj bi Mrovec dal voz,
kaj ne?”

“Cemu bi ga ne dal?”

“Zares, ¢emu bi ga ne dal? Rano zju-
traj se odpeljeva, nedelja bo in solnce.
Jaz vem, da bo vse lepo, kakor da bi bilo
v svetem pismu. Zgodilo pa se bo kma-
lu; nocoj Se ne, ker je Ze no¢, ali jutri
najbrz . . stopi no k Mroveu in po-
vprasaj zaradi voza . . . Cemu joka§?”

Vroce se mi je bilo izlilo iz o¢i in me
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je Zgalo na licih. Mati se je ozrla name
z globokim, nemirnim, ¢udno plahim po-
gledom; obrnila je glavo k zidu, spet je
bil bolan, ubog, od trpljenja in bridko-
sti izsesan njen obraz.

Clovek, ki je imel pelin za kosilo in
pelin za vecerjo, ki je Skropil ljubezen,
koderkoli je hodil, sam pa ni okusil no-
bene kaplje, si natihem, prav na skri-
tem dnu svoje dusSe ustvari svetle sa-
nje, brez katerih bi moral skoprneti od
vsega hudega. Najprej se mu zasveti
odnekod le prav ponizna luc¢ka, spomin
na nekaj milega, Zelja po necem lepem,
mehkem, kar morda nikoli nikjer ni bilo
in nikjer ni. Luc pa je zmerom lep8a in
svetlejsa, kolikor ve¢ je bridkosti in ko-
likor bliZe je odreSenje. Dokler se svet-
loba nazadnje veli¢astno ne izlije v ono,
ki je zadnja in vedna; ter je tako izpol-
njena obljuba, srcu dana, in doseZeno
pla¢ilo za verno zaupanje

Kette:

Macka in miska

LADA miSka je videla neko¢ macko,
kako je slanino. Hitro steée k njej

in se ji prijazno pridruzi, rekoc¢: ‘“Bo-
terca, tudi meni disi slanina, saj mi pu-
sti§, da jo tudi jaz nekoliko pokusim ?”

“Ti tatica tatinska, ti!” zarezi macka
nanjo, “jaz ti pokaZem krasti, ¢akaj
me!” In v hipu jo zgrabi in zadavi.
Nato pa mirno liZe dalje okusno slanino.

Drugi dan pride pa v klet gospodinja,
najde slanino snedeno, a miSko zadavlje-
no. Kakor hitro zagleda muco, poklie
jo s sladkimi besedami k sebi in jo zaéne
bozati: “Da, da, ti si moja mucka.
Prav, prav, da si zadavila to poZerusno
mis§, ki mi je snedla vso slanino.”

In mucka je zadovoljno godrnjavsala
in predla, prav kakor da je ona najbolj
nedolzna Zival na svetu. . . .




Courtesy of Chicago Art Institute
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Zivalca v uri?

RED leti je v veéji vasi opravljal u-

rarsko obrt skromen bajtar. Po-
sestvo mu ni donaSalo toliko dohodkov,
da bi mogel prezivljati svojo druzino.
Zato se je bavil tudi s postranskim za-
sluzkom. Bil je jako nadarjen in izvez-
ban ter je veljal za najbistroumnejSega
v kraju. Kot samouk je svoje znanje
tako izpopolnil, da ni popravljal sose-
dom samo vozov, vrsil je namreé¢ tudi
mizarska, steklarska, kovaska in klju-
cavnicarska dela, temveé je izdeloval ce-
lo stolpne ure. Na svoji hisi je napra-
vil uro, ki je kazala ¢as v sobi in na dvo-
riS¢u ob javni cesti. Cela vas jo je i-
mela za javno uro, saj je vedno kazala
pravi ¢as. Ta ura je prvi¢ obstala ob
smrti urarja in pozneje ni tekla nikoli
veC¢ natancéno, saj ni bilo nikogar, ki bi
opravljal to uro, dokler ni konéno ob-
stala za vedno. Poleg stenskih ur, ki
jih je tudi sam izdeloval in popravljal,
se je bavil Se s popravilom Zepnih ur.
Te ure so se navijale tedaj s posebnim
klju¢kom na drugem hrbtnem pokrov-
cu. Prodajal je pozneje tudi kupljene
Zepne ure in si tako sluzil svoj vsakda-
nji kruh.

Vsako leto enkrat ali gotovo vsako
drugo leto nas je obiskal s svojim oro-
djem ter v hiSi popravil in uredil vse
ure, da so pravilno tekle in kazale pra-
vi ¢as. Ena od teh je bila celo njegovega
izdelka. Bila je poleg ur tudi ¢etrtinke.
Vsak ¢as ponoc¢i si lahko vpraSal uro,
koliko kaze? Le pocukati je bilo treba
za posebno vrvico in ura je takoj po-
vedala, cetrtinke in uro preteklega ca-
sa.

Takrat smo otroci imeli imeniten
dan, da smo lahko napasli svojo rado-
vednost. Odkrivala se nam je tajnost
notranjosti ure in vseh mogodih vpra-
Sanj, ¢emu je potrebno to in ono kole-
sce, ni bilo ne konca ne kraja. Najraje

pa bi se bili igrali z zlatorumenimi me-
deninastimi kolesci, katere je lepo oci-
S¢ene urar takoj zopet vstavil v ogrodje
in ura je zopet tekla svojo pot. Raz-
drl je tudi oletovo Zepno uro. Tedaj
smo Sele zijali in obéudovali, koliko ko-
lesc je bilo zgnetenih v tako malem pro-
stor¢ku in strasno nas je skrbelo ali bo
urar vsa ta kolesca zopet spravil pra-
vilno, vsako na svoje mesto. Vse se mu
je posretilo in o¢etova ura je zopet ka-
zala pravi &as.

Najbolj smo ob¢udovali urarjev “res-
petlin” na eno oko ((poveéalno steklo).
Kaksno vajo je imel. S posebnim mi-
gom je v o¢esu drzal to enooko lupo in
opazoval v uri drobna kolesca. Na vpra-
Sanje, ¢emu to potrebuje, nam je razla-
gal, da tako malih kolese ne vidi in bi
jih ne mogel pravilno prijemati, Se manj
pravilno vstaviti nazaj v uro. Tudi vsak
prah in vsaka smet je na ta nadin do-
bro vidna v uri. Kako potrebna mu je
taka enooka lupa, nam je dokazoval s
sledeto zgodbo:

Neko¢ mu je prinesel v popravilo Zep-
no uro, ki se je navijala na kljuéek —
bera¢. V teku tedna je bila ura popra-
vljena in bera¢ je popravilo plaé¢al in o-
dnesel uro. V teku 14 dni se je berac
vrnil s pritozbo, da mu je ura danes v
jutro kar nenadoma obstala, dasi jo
spravlja vsak vecer pred spanjem pod
vzglavje. Ura ne tede veé in ne tece.
Urar je bil mnenja, da jo je beral v
spanju premetaval in kaj razbil. Ta se
ni spominjal nicesar, tudi na tla mu ni
padla nikdar. Sedaj stoji in se kolesje
nikamor ne premakne.

Urar je odprl uro ter pogledal v no-
tranjost s prostim ofesom, vendar ni
zapazil niesar. Nato je pogledal Se s
povedalnim steklom, kaj je na stvari.
Opazil je, da nekaj miglja med kolesci.
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Pri natanénejSem pregledu je opazil ma-
lo zivalco, zapleteno med kolesci. Kma-
lu bi izbruhnil v smeh od samega za-
¢udenja, vendar se je z najvedjim na-
porom vzdrzal in napravil resen obraz
s pripombo, da je eno kolesce polomlje-
no in naj pride bera¢ ¢ez nekaj dni po
uro. Beraé je zadovoljen odSel. Urar
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je med tem ponovno odprl drugi pokrov
beraceve Zepne ure, nataknil lupo, vzel
pinceto in izvlekel iz ure mriavo Zival-
co, ki je Se breala. Ura je zopet tekla
v redu. Cez teden dni je urar izroéil
berac¢u njegovo Zepno uro. Tista mrsa-
va zivalea, ki je prilezla pri kljuckovi
luknji v uro, je bila—us.

ELAINE TURPIN

TIHOZITJE

Elaine Turpin, élanica drustva Pioneer &t. 559 SNPJ, pohaja ljudsko dolo v Ciceru (éikadka
predmestje) in je v razredu 6B. Stara je 11 let in ko je marisala prvo slidico “Krvaveéa

srea”, ji je mjena uéiteljica nasvetovala, naj se uéi slikanja.

Njena prva dela so bila raz-

stavljena v Springfieldu na okrajni razstavi. V kratkem se vpife v éikadki Art Institute.

Elaine je tudi élanica Rdedih sokoliéev pri skupini Toma Mooneyja.

V tej Stevilki sta re-

producirani dve njeni shki in v prihodnji bo tretja.
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Zalivski tok

IZ pokrajin ob Mehigkem zalivu gre

mogocen vro¢ tok skozi atlantsko vo-
dovje. V MehiSkem zalivu se suce ka-
kor v velikanskem kotlu, potem pa tece
severnovzhodno proti Svropi. To je to-
likokrat imenovani Zalivski tok. To ni
samo ena struja, marveé¢ tri razlicne,
ker se tok dalje proti vzhodu razcepi v
tri veje. Prva je glavni zalivski tok.
Ta tok gre skoraj v ravni érti preko At-
lantskega oceana. Druga struja je se-
verni rokav zalivskega toka. Ta gre
okrog severnega konca britanskih oto-
kov. Tretja struja pa je juZzna. Ta ne
tefe tako ravno kakor ostali dve. Ta
rokav se v smeri proti Gibraltarju obrne
popolnoma proti jugu in se tako rekoé
vrac¢a k svojemu izhodis¢u v Mehiskem
zalivu. Sredi pentlje, ki jo tvori ta del
zalivskega toka, je upodobljena zvezda.
Ta zvezda naznacuje, kje je tako ime-
novano Sargasko morje. Ta del Ocea-
na, ki je zelo velik, je pokrit z velikimi
mnozinami blata, ki jih je zalivski tok
postopoma grmadil pri svojem ¢udnem
kroznem potovanju. To morje je imelo
pri Kolumbovem odkritju Amerike pre-
cej pomembno vlogo. Praznoverni mor-
narji trdijo e dandanes, da se nahajajo
sredi tega blata vse neStevilne ladje,
stare in nove, ki so se izgubile, ko jih je
mostvo zapustilo in tvorijo tako imeno-

vani “Otok mrtvih ladij.” Ali je to res-
ni¢no, se da le tezko ugotoviti, ker se
tudi Se dandanes ne upa nobena ladja v
te ogromne gmote blata. Lahko pa mir-
no re¢cemo, da mora biti v tem blatu
ogromno lesa, ki ga nosi morje.

Dolgo ni bilo znano, v kateri smeri se
prav za prav premika Zalivski tok. Tu-
di zdaj to vpraSanje Se ni ¢isto jasno
reseno. Vendar pa so s pomoc¢jo stek-
lenie, ki so jih z ladij spuscali v morje,
vsaj v glavnem odkrili tokovo smer. Ta-
ko so n. pr. nasli septembra 1927 ob za-
padni obali Francije steklenico s sporo-
¢ilom, ki ga je spustil neki telgerafist
marca 1926. v kopalis¢éu Miamiju ob
obali Floride v morje. Steklenica je bila
18 mesecev na poti in je napravila 7,600
km, torej skoro 13.4 km na dan, Odtlej
so nasli Se vel takSnih steklenic in do-
kazano je vsaj to, da se glavna veja za-
livskega toka vali proti francoski obali.

Da bi Se bolj proudili ta mogoéni tok,
s0 v zadnjem cCasu spustili ob ameriSki
vzhodni obali v morje celo vrsto stekle-
nic s sporoc¢ili in zdaj napeto pricakuje-
jo, kije se bodo pokazale ob naSih oba-
lah. Znanost ima nedvomno prav, Ce
trdi, da je vpraSanje gibanja Zalivske-
ga toka zelo zanimivo. To lahko spo-
znamo po enem samem pogledu na zem-
ljevid.

Mravlji

VECER se sta se8li mravlji, sosedi
v mravljiscu.

“Joj, kako sem zdelana,” refe prva,
“ves bozji dan sem prevlacevala koSdek
sladkorja, pa ga nisem mogla spraviti
do doma; na sredi poti sem ga morala
pustiti.”

“A tako, ti misli§ drobtinice od slad-
korja, ki ga je razsula neka deklica tam

na cesti? Pa kako je to, saj je bilo
polno majhnih kosékov tam. . .”

“Da, ali jaz sem se lotila najveéjega.”

“Brezumnica,” refe druga, ‘vidi§,
jaz pa sem nosila le bolj majhne koSéke:
le pojdi pogledat, kaksen kup jih je!
Yeveda, ti hoceS vse naenkrat. Nu, pa
imas. Bo§ vsaj vedela za drugokrat!”



Courtesy of Chicago Art Institute
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KATKA ZUPANCIC:

Begunka poje svojemu otroku

JA tuta nija—! Aja tuta nija—!

Dan se v noé previja. Laéna zver zavija.
Zvezdice se vZigajo, Psicki tod jo fugejo,
Tebi, glej, meZikajo. glasno se hudujejo.

Spi, zaspi otroéek moj, Spi, o spi otroéek moj,

ni¢ se ti noéi ne boj! nié¢ se ti zveri ne boj!

Aja tuta nija—! Aja tuta nija—!

Dom je podrtija. Brata brat ubija.

Tuje prage briseva, Tla s krvjo zamakajo,

tuje strehe i$éeva. njih sirote plakajo.

Spi, le spi otroéek moj, Spi, le spi detece moje:

ni¢ tujine se ne boj! Boj se bije za pravice tvoje!

Aja tuta nija—!

Strasna ta morija
spremenila Spanijo

v novo je Kalvarijo.

Spi, le spi moj sinko dragi,
ocko v sanjah mi pozdravi . . .

ANNA P. KRASNA:

Mala Italja

(Iz zbirke Babilonski stihi)

RESILNA stopnidéa so polna klepetajoéih zensk

in otrok,
preko pritrjenih ograj se smeje cvetje in zelenjava
v stromasni blok.
V kovaénici za vogalom obrezujejo staremu kljusetu
kopito,
v meddurju ¢éez cesto vpleta zaljubljen mladec belo roZo
v signorinino kito.
Preko vseh zanikrnih ulic se razliva
cesnov vzduh,
tu in tam se v velikem oknu rumeno nasmiha okrogli
pseniéni kruh.
Okrog stojnic prezijo razcapani paglave: na priliko
izmika,
streljaj stran se po Siroki cesti mrzliéni tempo
velemesta pomika.



MLADINSKI LIST

Jomi:
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Odkod rudarji

V DAVNIH dneh je bilo, ko je na-

mesto skrbi bedelo nad ljudmli vse
polno rajskih vil. One so skrbele, da
so polja cvetela in so mlinska kolesa
od veselja klopotala no¢ in dan. Skrbe-
le so, da so izpod skal izvirale bistre
vodice, sladke ko med. In ljudje niso
bili ne laéni, ne Zejni . . .

Imele pa so vile pomagace, drobna
bitja — palcke. Ti so Ziveli globoko pod
zemljo in ¢uvali so tam svoje zaklade,
ki jih je bilo dovolj za ves svet. Kadar
pa so videle vile, da se oc¢ka odpravlja
v mesto, so potrkale v mraku na majh-
na vratca v temnem gozdu in njih za-
vezniki pal¢ki so jim odprli. Vile so po-
vedale, kateri olka gre rano zjutraj
v mesto in pal¢ki so mu Se to no¢ nano-
sili vse polno zlatih cekinov, da je bil
mosnji¢ek kar premajhen. — In ¢e so
zvedeli palcki od svojih prijateljic, da
je v vasi drobna nevestica, takoj so ji ne-
sli zlato krono v dar, da se ji je svetila
v zlatih laseh.

Ljudje so bili zadovoljni in hvalili so
bajna bitja, ki jim pomagajo Se preden

R. Tagore:

bi prisli v stisko; kar jo nekega dne pri-
maha ¢ez hrib potepuh, iz drugih kra-
jev. Tega pa vile niso marale, ker je
bil hudoben in zato mu tudi paléki ni-
so donaSali svojih darov. Tako je bil
potepuh nevoséljiv dobrim ljudem in
sklenil se je maSéevati nad njimi. Pri-
¢el je hvaliti zlato in bisere, katere so
dobili od pal¢kov in pripovedovati, da
bi lahko dobili Ze lepsih darov, ako bi
hoteli. Vprasali so ga, kako bi lahko to
dosegli in potepuh jim je povedal, da on
ve, kje je vhod v skrivne rove in de
hocejo, jih popelje tja. — Ljudi se je
lotil pohlep in veleli so potepuhu, naj
jih vodi. V temni noéi so odpahnili
vrata v temnem gozdu in sedaj so bili
v rovih polnih zlata in biserov. — Ali,
0 joj! Zaman so iskali blestec¢ih darov,
povsod levo in desno je bila le érna te-
mina. Pal¢ki so kaznovali njihov pohlep
in spremenili zaklade v prah. Le tu in
tam po Sirni zemlji so Ze pustili polne
rove ¢rnega dijamanta — premoga —
ki ga Se dandanes v potu svojega obra-
za kopejejo — rudarji.

Socutje

E bi bil samo majhen kuZek, ne tvoje
dete, ljuba mamica, ali bi mi rekla
“Ne,” ¢e bi hotel jesti s tvoje mize?

Ali bi me zapodila proé¢, reko¢: “Po-
beri se, ti malovredni kuzek?”

Potem pa pojdi, mamica, pojdi! Nikoli

ne pridem k tebi, kadar me bo$ klicala
in nikoli ve¢ ne pokusim nicesar od tebe.

Ce bi bil samo majhen, zelen papagaj-
¢ek, in ne tvoje dete, ljuba mamica, ali
bi me priklenila, da ne bi odletel ?

Ali bi mi pretila s prstom in dejala
“Kak8en nehvaleZen, malopriden ptié!
Gloda svoj lanec dan in noé¢?”

Potem pa pojdi, mamica, pojdi! V
gozdove pobegnem; in nikoli veé se ti
ne dam vzeti v naroéje.
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Benedikt Frantner—Iv. Vuk:
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Legenda

UAN-CHO je bil kitajski kurja¢ na

parobrodu. Njegovo telo je bilo sa-
ma kost, koza in misicevje. Cetudi so
kotli na parobrodu sijali od neznosljive
vro¢ine, Tuan-Cho je enakomerno in
vztrajno kakor stroj sipal premog v nji-
hova razbeljena Zrela. Znoj in premo-
gov prah so pokrivali njegovo izpito
telo; znoj je blestel na gladko obrti lo-
banji, na nizkem ¢elu in na izboc¢enih
kosteh. Dolnji del parobroda je bil nje-
gova domovina. Tam je jedel in spal
— kakor pes. Zgoraj, na krovu, pa je
vel svez morski vetri¢, na krovu je bi-
lo razkos§je in muzika, vsakovrstne le-
dene pijace, udobni naslonjaci, lepe zen-
ske in elegantna gospoda. Doli je bil pa
pekel.

0

Tuan-Cho je sedel z drugimi ljudski-
mi bestijami, ki jih je izbljuval pekel v
urah skromnega pocitka, v neki prista-
niski beznici. Iz enega kota so jokali
glasovi jazzbanda, razlegalo se je petje
in hripavi smeh in kriki pijanih poce-
stnic so se meSali s truséem.

Bilo je zelo veselo. Resni¢no, fine in
dobro vzgojene dame bi se s studom o-
brnile, ko bi vse to videle. Ali pozi-
vinéenemu parobrodnemu spodnjemu
svetu — peklu — je to prijalo.

*

Vnel se je prepir. Za prepirom je sle-
dil kreg, zmerjanje, razbijanje. Nato
so zagrmele mize in stoli. Steklenice so
zvenkljale. Zabliskali so se noZi. Orjas-
ki zamorec je nasko¢il Tuan-Choa in
mu porinil noz globoko med rebra.

Tolpa se je razbezala. Ostal je samo
umirajo¢i Tuan-Cho. Kri je curljala iz
rane. Z rokami in nogami je suval o-
krog sebe. O¢i so mu postajale stekle-
ne. Tuan-Cho je bil mrtev.

*®

DuSa Tuan-Choa -se je zbudila v
¢merni in mracéni pokrajini. Temna re-

ka je tiho valila svoje valove med glo-
bokim grmovjem.

Ljudske sence — duSe nedavno umr-
lih — so korakale k reki in se razvrs-
cavale na obrezju. Ni res, da bi prihaja-
le duSe gole pred sodnika . .. Tudi duse
imajo svojo obleko — oholo in rozko-
gno ali skrmno in uboZno, v katero so
zagrnjene, Duse velikaSev so z neizrec-
nim prezirom pogledavale na siromas-

no in raztrgano gruéo senc.
»

Crna ladja je pristala k obreZju. Duse
so se vkrecale na njo. In &eprav jih je
bilo mnogo, imele so vse dovolj prosto-
ra. Na desni so bili Zidani in mehki
vzglavniki. Na njih so sedele duSe
velikaSev. Na levi strani so stale duse
siromakov, senca poleg sence. Med nji-
mi je bil tudi Tuan-Cho.

Izkrcali so se na nasprotnem obrez-
ju. Stopili so v sodno hiSo. Zbrali so
se vsi v veliki dvorani. Stene dvora-
ne so bile pokrite s érnimi preprogami.
Nad dvorano se je vzpenjala ogromna
kupola. Polmrac¢na, modrikasta svetlo-
ba je bila v dvorani. Na desni so stale
duse velikaSev, na levi sence siroma-
kov. Vsemogoc¢ni sodnik je sedel na pre-
stolu. Pred njim, na érno pokriti mizi,
je lezala tehtnica in meé¢. Vsemogoéni
sodnik se obrne k bogataSem in vpra-
Sa:

“Ali ste kradli?”

“Privatna svojina je svetinja”, so od-
govorili. “Mi smo samo trgovali.”

“Ali ste ubijali,” je vprasal vsemo-
golni sodnik dalje.

“Za to smo imeli vojsko”, so odgovo-
rili velikasi.

“Ste spostovali zakone”, je vprasal
vsemogo¢ni sodnik.

“Spostovali smo drzavo”, je bil od-
govor velikaSev. “Kajti drzava smo bi-

li mi. Bili smo patrioti.”
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“Pravi¢ni ste”, je rekel vsemogoéni
sodnik. “Vstopite v kraljestvo veselja.”

Obrnil se je k siromakom, vsem raz-
trganim, ki so stali na levici.

“Ste kradli”, je vprasal.

“Veasi kaksen koscéek kruha, gospod”,
je vzdihala ena izmed senc. “Laéna sem
" bila.”

Ostale duse so izpovedale, da se jim je
isto zgodilo, ker so bile la¢ne.

“Ali ste ubijali?”

“Bojevali smo. Morali smo. Postopa-
li 8o z nami hujse kakor z Zivino in . . .
sami smo radi tega postali Zivina. O-
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bup in beda sta nas ubijala in nas silila,
da smo se branili.”

“Ste bili pokorni in poslusni svojim
predpostavljenim?”, je vpraSal vsemo-
gocni sodnik,

“Bili smo puntarji,”” je odgovorila
dusa Tuan-Choeva. “Iz naSega znoja so
kovali zlato. Mi smo delali, a oni so uzi-
vali.”

Bili smo puntarji”, so ponavljale vse
duse siromakov soglasno.

“Prokleti ste!” je izpregovoril vsemo-
goéni sodnik.

Tedaj se je Tuan-Cho divje nasme-
jal. In z njim vred so se divje smejali
vei njegovi sotrpini.

Feliz Fechenbach—Iv. Vuk:

Volk in pes

NEKI nenavadno hladni zimi je pri-

gnal glad volka do neke osamljene
hise. Tam je naletel na domacega psa,
ki je takoj zacel lajati.

Volk je poskusSal, da bi psa pomiril.
Pozival ga je na njuno sorodstvo. Ne-
koé¢ sta imela oba iste pradede in sta ta-
koreko¢ neke vrste brata, ¢eprav eden
zivi v hlapéestvu, a drugi v svobodi. Me-
sto da kliée gospodarja, naj rajSe od-
vrze verige in z njim zbezi v prostrane
gozdove in Siroke stepe . . .

Ali pes ni hotel ni¢esar sliSati o svo-
bodi v stepah in gozdovih. Tako Zivlje-
nje je negotovo. Je polno neprilik in ne-
varnosti, polno lakote, skrbi in pomanj-
kanja. V sluzbi pri ¢loveku pa je zago-
tovljena eksistenca. In to mu je drago.

“Ti imenujes tako Zivljenje zagotov-
ljeno eksistenco”, se je rogal volk, po-
zabljajo¢ na svoj glad. “Ko te gospo-
dar vklepa v verige, ko te neusmiljeno
bi¢a, dokler mu ne poliZze§ roke in se
ne splazi$ pod njegove noge, je po tvo-
jem zagotovljena eksistenca in brez-
skrbno zivljenje? In iz hvaleZnosti za
zagotovljeno eksistenco dovoli§, da te
porablja zoper tvoje lastne brate?”

Pes, ¢eprav obsut s takimi grenkimi

ocitki, je ostal vseeno pri svojem mne-
nju.

“Bi¢ zacutim vcasi, da”, je priznal.
“Ali zato vse svoje zZivljenje nisem po-
znal skrbi, kaj bom jedel. In zdaj naj-
dem vedno polno skledo pri svoji pasji
hisici. Ti pa med tem mora3 gladovati,
se potikati po gozdovih in stepah. Lepo-
ta gozdov in step ti ne preganja lako-
te. Ce si pameten, vpisi se tudi ti v sluz-
bo mojega gospodarja. In videl bo§, da
ti bo glad tuj.”

‘ Volku so se od groze kar najezile dla-
e.

“Strasno”, je zatulil. “Da more moj
bliZji sorodnik pasti tako nizko, da sma-
tra celo svojo sramoto za vzor, je nekaj
neverjetnega. Ne, svoje svobode ne pro-
dam za poln zelodee.”

V tem hipu je prasknil strel.
se je zrusil.

“Vidis”, je triumfiral pes. “To ima$
od svoje toliko opevane svobode. Ta svo-
boda te pusca najprej gladovati, potem
ti pa Se prinaSa smrt. Zato ostajam raj-
§i v-sluzbi ¢loveka. Kajti zivemu psu je
Se vedno boljse kakor mrtvemu volku.”

“A jaz rajSe umrem kot volk, nego da
zivim kakor pes”, je prezirljivo odgo-
voril smrtno ranjeni volk in izdihnil.

Volk
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ENAJSTA KONVENCIJA SNPJ

NAJSTA redna konvencija SNPJ se odpre
E dne 17. maja v avditoriju Slovenskega
doma na St. Clairju v Clevelandu. Vseh
zborovalcev—delegatoy in glavnih odbornikov
—bo okrog 240. Zadnje konvencije so navadno
trajale po dva tedna. Toliko ¢asa bo menda
tudi letosnja. Med glavnimi vprasanji bo tudi
problem, kako poveati mladinske vrste v jed-
noti in kako pospeSiti jednotino delo med mla-
dino. Druga vazna vprasanja se bodo tikala
bolniskih in finanénih odnoSajev ter glasila.
Nasi bratei in sestrice v Clevelandu in oko-
lici bodo imeli lepo priliko, da prisostvujejo
raznim konvenénim prireditvam. Nasfa mladi-
na ima odmerjen poseben vefer za svoj pro-
gram. Vse te prireditve ima v svojem pod-
ro¢ju clevelandska federacija jednotinih dru-
stev.

Ker je nasa SNPJ najveéia in najmoénejfa
slovenska organizacija te vrste, je seveda za-
njo in za njene konvencije tudi najve¢ zanima-
nja., Njeni glasili—Prosveta in Mladinski
List—sta vsled tega tudi najvplivnejdi sloven-
ski publikaciji. SNPJ so organizirali in zgra-
dili zavedni slovenski delavei in ji dali napred-
na delavska nadela. Taka je ostala vse do
sedaj in je uspevala. Upamo, da bo rasla in
napredovala tudi v bodoée. SNPJ je bila na
delavskem in prosvetnem poliu prava vodnica
slovenskim delaveem v Ameriki zadnjih 33 let.
Potom svojih glasil pridno Siri delavsko zavest
med naSim ljudstvom in tako bo nadaljevala!

MLADINSKI POZDRAV ZBOROVALCEM
11. KONVENCIJE SNPJ!

UREDNIK,

Konvencija SNPJ je tu!

Dragi urednik! Danes (dne 10. aprila)
Ze zopet tukaj sneZi. Res, éudna je bila
pretekla zima. Za velikono¢ne prazni-
ke je vreme tudi zelo nagajalo. Sneg in
deZ, zraven pa ostra burja, ki je pihala
kar se je dalo. In tako so lepe obleke
ter novi klobucki ostali v 8katlah na po-
lici, ker je bilo premraz za pomladno
obleko. Zimske suknje so zelo prav
prisle v takem mrazu.

Popolnoma se z vami strinjam glede
konvencije SNPJ. Res, skoro bi zavi-
dali Clevelandéanom sre¢o, ker bodo
lahko §li na konvencijo. Izredno lepa
prilika se jim bo nudila, da se sestanejo
z mnogimi ljudmi iz raznih krajev na-

Se velike dezele. Udelezili se bodo kon-
vencije in cele vrste konvenénih prire-
ditev. Upam in Zelim, da bomo tudi mi
sliSali njihov radioprogram, ki se bo od-
dajal iz Clevelanda ob ¢asu konvencije
SNPJ. Morda bodo zapeli tudi “Skr-
jancki” in drugi pevski zbori?

Pozdrav Vam in éitateljem!

FELIX VOGRIN,

2419 N. Main ave., Scranton, Pa.
* ®

Slovenija v ameriski reviji

Dragi urednik! Velikano¢ je od§la in
z njo njeni pirhi. Prvié se je letos zgo-
dilo, da mi ni velikono¢ni bunny (ku-
nec ali zajéek) prinesel velike koSarice
z obi¢ajnimi darili. Kljub temu nisem
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bila razocarana, cetudi take koSarice
vsebujejo razne slasCice, kajti sedaj sem
ze velika, Pobarvana jajca zadostujejo
za moje otrofke spomine.

Zadnji¢ sem pisala o na$i Solski igri
“Ocarljiva Sola”, ki je prav dobro u-
spela. Uprizorjena je bila dvakrat v
Solskem avditoriju, v katerem je 1200
sedezev, In pri drugi uprizoritvi je
bilo premalo sedeZev, tako da so jih mo-
rali dodati. Kolikor mi je znano, je bil
dobicek precejSenj, iz katerega se po-
maga Solski knjiZnici in drugim Solskim
ustanovam.

Oni dan sem v Solski knjiZnici videla
revijo Travel Magazine za februar. Na
moje zacudenje sem videla v tem ma-
gazinu slike iz nase Slovenije — Blejsko
jezero, mesto Ljubljano in Kranjsko
goro, zraven pa obsSiren opis Slovenije,
ki se mi je skoro bolj dopadel kot opis
v Adamicevi knjigi “The Native’s Re-
turn.” Doti¢ni opis je napisala Ethyl
Chamberlain Porter in je zanimiv,

Pozdravljam Vas in Citatelje!

OLGA VOGRIN,
2419 N. Main ave., Seranton, Pa.

Mladinski zbori na konven-
ciyji SNPJ

Dragi urednik! Pomlad je prisla in
vsi smo jo tezko pri¢akovali, posebno
pa mi Solarji, ker se spet lahko zu-
naj igramo v prosti naravi. Spet so se
oglasili pticki, pa tudi mi “Skrjancki”
(mladinski pevski zbor) nismo zaostali
s petjem, kajt dne 4. aprila smo prire-
dili na8 pomladanski koncert. Kakor
sem sliSala, smo se dobro postavili, tako
v zboru kot v kvartetu, duetih in samo-
spevih. Vsa hvala g. L. Semetu za nje-
govo pozrtvovalnost in trud, ki ga ima
z nami. Mi smo namreé¢ precej pored-
ni in naSa mlada kri nam ne da miru.

Kaj pa bo Sele na konvenciji v maju,
ko bodo skupno nastopili vsi nasi mla-
dinski zbori v Clevelandu — “Skrjan-
¢ki”, “Slavcki”, “Kanarcki” in sploh
vsi. Z nami pa bo tudi vse staro in
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mlado, vse kar je zivega. Takrat se bo
marsikdo pocutil, kakor bi sedel kje v
pti¢jem gaju.

Se nekaj — to za naSe mamice. Na
9. maja, to je na materinski dan, bomo
spet imeli priliko videti lepo igro, ki se
imenuje “V posredovalnici”, pod vod-
stvom naSega marljivega delavea g.
Kovacica, kateremu gre tudi zahvala za
njegov trud. Po igri pa nekaj pesmie,
ki bodo veljale izkljuéno naSim mami-
cam, katere, upam, se bodo odzvale
skupnemu vabilu njihovih héerk in sin-
¢kov. Saj pa je vsaka mamica lahko
ponosna, ko vidi svojega ljubljencka
na odru, ki poje milo slovensko pesem.
To bo v Drustvenem domu na Recher
ave. Na svidenje!

Iskren pozdrav vsem!

VIOLET VOGRIN,
19515 Kildeer ave., Cleveland, O.

* *
Pismo slovenske ucenke

Dragi urednik! To je prvo moje pismo
Mladinskemu Listu. Veckrat sem Ze
hotela pisati, pa nisem imela ¢asa. U-
pam, da bom imela - veé ¢asa sedaj in da
bom bolj pridna. Mladinski List rada
¢itam in vsega pregledam vsak mesec.

Moj prvi uéitelj v slovenski Soli je bil
g. Marijan Urbanéié. Slovensko Solo
sem takrat obiskovala v Slovenskem
domu na Holmes ave. v Collinwoodu.
Tri leta sem hodila v to Solo, seveda sa-
mo enkrat na teden ob sobotah. Sedaj
hodim v slovensko &olo v Slovenskem
narodnem domu na St. Clair ave. in na-
Sa uciteljica je ga. Mary Ivanush.

Jaz sem ¢lanica drustva “Little Com-
rades”, ki je mladinski odsek ali oddelek
drustva “Comrades” §t. 566 SNPJ. V
Collinwoodu sem bila é¢lanica drustva
“Mir” SNPJ. Moj brat in moji dve se-
stri ter jaz smo vzeli prestopne liste.
Moj brat je 17 let star, ena sestra bo 6
let stara v maju, ena 14 v juliju, jaz
sem pa 12. Pri drustvu “Little Com-
rades” se mi zelo dopade, ker imamo
svoje seje. Poleti se odpravimo v Gor-
don Park in véasi tudi kam drugam.
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Na Holmes ave. hodimo tudi k petju
in nas pevovodja je g. L. Seme. Moj pr-
vi ucitelj petja pa je bil g. Anton Su-
belj. Ko sem pohajala slovensko Solo na
Holmes ave., nas je poduceval petje g.
Vantar.

Sedaj hodim v Collinwood high school
(srednjo Solo) in sem v razredu TA ter
imam devet uciteljic.

Kmalu se bo vrsila konvencija Slo-
venske narodne podporne jednote. To
bo v Clevelandu v Slovenskem domu na
St. Clair ave. Takrat bo zanimivo in
prijetno. Pomlad bo med nami in pri-
slo bo mnogo ljudi iz raznih krajev. O-
krog SND bo vse zivo. Upam, da se bo-
mo vsi zabavali. Upam tudi, da bo vse
skupaj uspelo.

Mnogo pozdravov vsem citateljem in
delegatom!

MARGARET STEFANCIC,

1426 E. 172nd st., Cleveland, Ohio.

* %

Pomladno veselje

Dragi urednik! Ze spet ste me raz-
veselili, ker ste moj dopis tako lepo ure-
dili za aprilsko Stevilko Mladinskega Li-
sta. Hvala!

Pomlad je konéno priSla med nas in
nas razveselila s svojo prijetnostjo.
Dolgo jo je vzelo, predno je ostala med
nami. Zima jo je sku3ala prepoditi in
jo tudi je, pa le za nekaj ¢asa. Pomlad
je zimo premagala!

Sedaj imamo obilo dela na vrtu. Vse
je ozelenelo, cvetlice molijo svoje glavice
iz zemlje in drevje je pognalo svoje nez-
ne liste. OzZivelo je polje in oZivele so
livade. V naravi se je pojavila pomlad.
1z zemlje je poklicala rastline in brz so
jo ubogale. Saj pa jih je toplo solnce
veselo pozdravilo in se jim nasmejalo.

Na vrtu je dosti dela s ¢iScenjem.
Treba je pospraviti dracje in suhe veje,
pograbiti gredice in jih zrahljati. Kjer
so se veje odlomile, jih je treba odstra-
niti, rano na drevesu pa s celilnim vos-
kom namazati, tako da ne bo drevo pri-
celo gniti.
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Ali so c¢itateljem znane tele uganke?
Je belo ko mleko, rdeée ko kri, na smeh
se drzi. Je tenko ko konoplja, gartroza
rdeca, bela ko makov cvet in pece kot
zrjavica. Ce vam niso znane, nié zato,
ker ni vazno.

Povedal sem Vam o pomladi, kako je
polagoma prisla v Cleveland. Kako je
spremenila pusto okolico v lepo zelenje.
Kako je treba na vrtu delati in ¢istiti
itd. Omeniti pa moram, kar Ze sami ve-
ste, da prihaja Cas enajste konvencije
SNPJ. To bo sredi meseca maja. Kon-
vencija se bo vrsila v Clevelandu v Slo-
venskem narodnem domu na St. Clair
ave. Clevelandc¢ani se veselo pripravlja-
jo na ta velik dogodek. To bo lepo za
nekatere, ki bodo lahko §8li v SND na
konvencijo in zveler na prireditve. U-
pam, da bom 8el tudi jaz.

Solsko leto gre h koncu in kmalu bo-
mo dali nase Solske knjige v penzijon.
Potem pa spet poletje in poletno vese-
lje. Takrat se bomo §li kopat in dru-
gate se bomo zabavali. Ampak Sola se
ne bo zakljucila Se en cel mesec. Potem
bodo Sele Solske pocitnice, ki se jih Ze
vsi veselimo.

Pozdrav vsem!

JOSEPH ROTT, Cleveland, Ohio.
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Advice to The Perplexed

By MARY JUGG

DO NOT look on and marvel

And shake your head and say,
“No use. The world’'s a mystery,
And I'm a mystery. I can but live and hope.
For hoping and vain praying also
Exact their toll of energy. What then?—
T were better far to practice thrift
And say, “My energy must be reserved
And leashed to probe and search—
And search and probe.”
“My reward? 'T will be appraised in terms
By future aeons, through whose life
The fruits of my research will show.”
There! Do not stand aloft and marvel
At some “superbly-gifted” Man with verve
Who delves into the unknown life that is.
Nor sit secure in your own station,
Leaning back and resting.
Lend your support of mind and strength
To open the book that is Nature forever
As long as the sun shines and holds us in our course.
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Anna P. Krasna:
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Adieu!

(From: Nightingale Sang)

HE day of farewell dawned grey

and damp, with a sharp wind whist-
ling and whining around the house
corners, shaking in a mad fashion the
crowns of old oak trees that grew on
the edge of clover-field near the house.
It was late autumn already, and the
leaves that stubbornly clung to the half-
bare branches were golden-brown, moist,
and flabby, and the wind twisted them
irreverently into queer, grotesque
forms. Mila watched the early morn-
ing’s play from her bedroom vindow,
remembering suddenly and a little sad-
ly, all the fanciful tales she had read
about the leafy folks of story books.
She recalled her own versions of such
stories: the golden leaves were faces,
weeping, swaying, and sighing because
the spring and summer were past, and
their life at end. And again, as the
clouds receded and the sun shone forth,
they became fairy creatures of gold,
dancing gracefully, seeking their abode
on the grounds, amid the bushes, gras-
ses, along the paths and roads, in odd
corners, where the winter winds would
not disturb them.

How simple life was then! How beau-
tiful the world!

And how strange, thought Mila, that
that very life seemed so often sad and
unhappy, so dreamless, and lacking in
those sweet memories that one takes
along to far-away lands to spin garlands
of happy thoughts about them . .. Was
it because there were no dolls, except
such as she made up herself out of old
rags; and no ribbons flying gaily from
summer straws, or from the old made-
over dress in which she attended her
first school days‘ festivals? Oh! It did
hurt, Mila remembered, to see other
girls bedecked in pretty prints while she
walked to the church or festival behind

older women, deeply conscious of her
drab garment, tightly pulled-back hair,
braided and pinned up after the fashion
of mature women . . . never a ribbon
entwined . . . never enhanced with frag-
rant blossoms at festival times.

Mila turned around to look at her
sleeping little sisters, their simple but
sweet and gay little dresses hanging
over the chair by their bed, waiting to
be pulled over loosely and becomingly
—arranged heads of fair hair. She
smiled at the thought of how she strived
to prevent their suffering pains of hu-
miliation; how proud she was to have
them step lightly along with the happy
flock of girls, all of whom perhaps were,
after all, far less happy than she had
been in her always-outmoded and old
rags. Being denied vanity of ribbons
and finery, she looked for and found
beauty in everything about her. But it
was only this final day that brought
the deep realization.

. .. Suppose these two darlings should
go away the way she was going today—
how much beauty they would leave be-
hind untouched. They’'d never slipped
quietly out of bed at dawn as she used
to do to watch the tiny, singing speck
up in the old oaks . . . yes, from this
very room she had watched. The sun
would peep from behind the mountain,
the mist give way to light, sky turning
blue, smoke starting from chimneys,
but she would sit there on the window-
sill gazing, listening, and marveling that
the little dark speck sang, and sang, and
sang ...

And there were deep blue skies of
spring dewy grasses under her bare
feet, blossoms dropping all over her
head from the orchard trees . . . and
a little later first red cherries, yellow-
ing pears, plums, peaches, grapes, figs,
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so many other nature’s gifts that she
so loved to discover ripening early in
the mornings while the dew still veiled
the new first secret of a laden tree.

She visioned all the fantastic rain-
bows that followed summer rains and
spanned the valley from one end to the
other, so clear and wide that one imagin-
ed all the fairy-land characters crossing
a gay arched road to lands of tales still
untold. Then the red sunsets, glorious
nights when the moon was so big and
bright that the stars paled in its silvery
light . . . that night when a comet rode
majestically through the sky . .. and
the one during which she traveled with
father through the pine forests, lying
wide awake in the back of the wagon
that was taking her, for the first time,
to a distant city. It was amazing how
beauty, unparalleled, lofty, and eternal
in its fadeless charm, stretched before
her into a borderless world of child-
hood remembrances. Mila was aware
as never before that this life she was
leaving behind was like a song of night-
ingale, like the wonders of the dawn in
spring, like the soft flowing of the
brooklets, hidden and tucked away into
sandy beds by green shrubbery and
trees, from which birds chirp and sing
delightful lullabies. And again, it was
like those deep war-scars on the old
oaks, gaping, black, and sad as this grey
November morning, strangely tranquil
against the fury of winds and torrents
of rains.

Mila recalled bleak, windy days when
the force and velocity of windstorms
tossed her about as she struggled to get
a foothold on her way to school. There
were upturned umbrellas, desperate
clutching to the roadside growth and
trees, fear of being late, and finally the
satisfaction of reaching the class, sit-
ting there, learning things that made
one feel important and capable of facing
perhaps wider worlds some day in the
future. But then suddenly, everything
came to an abrupt end, while “wider”
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worlds marched right in to be faced and
to face the terrible time of war.

What a complex combination of a
beautiful, strange, horrible, and fas-
cinating world to which to bid Adieu!
Thousands upon thousands of dead and
brave soldiers resting in its soil, new
flags waving over its lands, fast for-
eign tongues breaking the even tempo
of word that spoke and sang happily,
calmly, and with a purpose as great as
the word itself.

Mila wished the two little girls,
waking up now and wondering why she
stood so motionless there by the window,
could share with her the world she
knew at their age . .. She wished she
had told them colorful stories about it,
taught them all the sweet songs she
sang . . . wakened them up at dawn to
show them wonders of rising sun, sing-
ing birds, the indescribably refreshing
and sweet nature of the early mornings
of spring and summer, the deep quiet-
ude of afterharvest time, the violent
outbursts of angry wind-storms in
blackelouded nights.

She longed to pour out to them all
the rebellious thoughts that surged to
the very surface of her consciousness,
because she saw her world and her
people enslaved, robbed of their word,
their songs, even bread taken out of
their hands on their own soil, which
they tilled, loved, and cultivated with
care and tenderness that came from the
souls filled with beauty created by labor,
sacrifice, and never-deterred courage
that faced centuries of struggles to pre-
srve the right to live as free people . . .
to sing as they please, to speak as they
would. How it hurt to go away instead
of staying and defying the black forces
that threatened peril. Of course, it would
mean suicide, the enemy’s ranks were
stronger...and yet. .. and yet, thought
Mila, only roads remain of Roman con-
quests . . . we still live, in our proud,
calm way; we still defy . . . regardless
where we go, our cause goes with us ...
our world beckons from the depths of
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memories . . . our strength grows be-
cause oppression threatens extine-
tion . . . it must have been that way

always . . . the little girls will grow up
and know as well as she does at this mo-
ment . . . they, too, shall have rebellious
thoughts in their minds, and when they
say adieu, because invaders will have
wrenched the bread out of their hands,
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they will take their world along and
won’t forget it . . . and they, too, will
remember that only roads, deeply-
buried hoofs, bones, and rust-eaten
sabers remained of those that conquer-
ed by force and brutality — —. The
really strong and brave cultivated the
soil and soul, and lived ... and were
never vanquished . . . never will be. —

"LAINE TURPIN

TREES
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A New Kind of Hero

By Carl L.
(Conclusion)

UR last hunger fighters are of anoth-

er sort. They searched for the ‘“hid-
den hunger.” And we may congratulate
ourselves that society has treated Dr.
Stephens Moulton Babcock and Dr.
Harry Steenbock with much more con-
sideration than it did Mark Carleton.
They remain poor, but they are happy
in their researches, and Dr. Babcock in
the autumn of his life managed to enjoy
this living. Why, here was a scientist
who actually accumulated enough mon-
ey to buy an automobile, which he drove
over the splendid state highways of
Wisconsin. And both Babcock and
Steenbock have enjoyed fame in some
degree.

But what is the “hidden hunger?”
Well, suppose you had all you wanted
to eat, but lost weight all of the time.
Never heard of anything of the sort?
Yes, within the life span of the present
generation, Babcock and Steenbock and
other scientists discovered the “hidden
hunger” and proved that when certain
things are missing from the food of man
and animal, that man or animal sickens
and dies.

What they found they called vita-
mins. There are several sorts, and we
need all of them, some more than oth-
ers. Uncivilized men and untamed ani-
mals never suffer from the ‘“hidden
hunger.”

Without the vitamin in fresh milk,
fresh eggs and fresh meat, we develop
pellagra. Thousands of children in the
mill villages of the south die from this
hidden hunger. They live on corn meal
mush, salt meat and molasses. They
aren’t hungry, for these foods are cheap
and they can eat as much as they want.
But they are still hungry. It is the
“hidden hunger.” Their mouths get
sore. A rash breaks out on their skin.
They become nervous and in the later

Leathwood

stages sometimes insane. Yet the cure
is so simple! A fresh egg or a glass of
milk a day, and the “hidden hunger”
vanishes, the sores go away, and the
rash disappears and they become
healthy, normal children again.

When Babcock was at the New York
State Agricultural Experiment station,
he conducted some tests on the diets of
dairy cattle. The results were aston-
ishing. They upset everything the ani-
mal experts had been teaching about
diet. Why, these experts had prepared
tables showing that every cow should
have so much hay, so much corn, so
much rye, so much cotton-seed meal,
in order to give her the right amount
of proteins, minerals, carbohydrates,
and fats. (Big names for kinds of food
—the white of an egg is protein, sugar
and potatoes are carbohydrates, butten
and lard are fats; salt, phosphates, etc.,
are minerals.) The experts were almost
right, but still they weren’t. And in
science, the difference between AL-
MOST right and EXACTLY right is
enormous. No guess-work for the true
scientist. So it was that young Bab-
cock began to have his suspicions of the
“hidden hunger.”

He remembered it. When he went
to the University of Wisconsin to teach
chemistry, he was constantly talking to
the live-stock men, the professors who
knew all about cattle and hogs and
horses. He just had a hunch that diet
was not quite so simple as a table of
proteins and carbohydrates and fats and
minerals contained in the various feeds.
His mind gnawed over the matter all
the time he was revolutionizing the
dairy industry by discovery of the Bab-
cock milk tester and gaining fame for
himself. (He could have had a million
dollars from this invention had he been
a money-grubber instead of a scientist.)
But how was he to prove his theory?
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Who would give him valuable animals
on which to experiment with his funny
theories about diet?

We will skip several years. Babcock
is now an old man, but his great bellow
of laughter booming from the labora-
tories at the University of Wisconsin
is a standing joke. He always enjoys
life. But now he gets his chance. The
“fool theory” is to have its trial.

Sixteen healthy heifers are the “gui-
nea pigs” of this experiment. Into fotgr
pens they go, four in each. One pen 1s
fed nothing but corn, including corn
fodder and corn meal. Another pen is
fed nothing but wheat and wheat straw.
A third only oats products, and the last,
a mixture of all the feeds which the
ohers got.

It looked like the experiment was a
fizzle. At the end of six months, noth-
ing much had happened, except that the
animals in the wheat-fed pen acted
somewhat strange, they seemed nervous
and developed a strange habit of rolling
up their tongues and unrolling them.
But science can’t more than take note

of that. Also, it was noted that the
corn-fed heifers were fatter. But that
was all.

The experiment went on, however.
The heifers gave birth to calves. And
now in the stress of the heifers’ task of
providing for a young life as well as
their own, things began to happen.
What in the world was the matter with
the calves of the wheat-fed heifers? One
calf lived two hours; another manages
to live four days, but never stands on
its weak slim legs; another lives a half
day; the last was born dead.

The children of the oats-fed heifers
did so-so—three out of the four lived,
but they weren’t such good calves.

The heifers fed on the mixed feeds
had healthy calves, but not especially
good.

But now to the corn-fed pen! Four
calves as fine as a man ever laid eyes
upon.

The hidden hunger is no wild dream
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of Babcock’s. Certainly there is some-
thing in the corn necessary to sustain
life. The world began to set up and
take notice.

The discovery made, Babcock went
back to his other experiments. Others
could continue the search for the hid-
den hunger. Harry Steenbock, a Wis-
consin farm boy trained under Bab-
cock’s eye, was the one who made the
greatest disioveries in the field of vita-
mins, although the experiment with the
sixteen heifers had started scientists
the world over looking for foods which
contained and which lacked the vital
substances without which life faded out.

Steenbock’s story is not so romantic
as that of Carleton or Pasteur or his old
teacher, Babcock, unless—

You can see romance in a darkened
laboratory, where thousands of guinea
pigs and rabbits are kept for experi-
ments, where there were strange chem-
ical smells.

Day after day, until late at night,
this Steenbock experimented, to learn
what foods contained the vitamin, and
what foods lacked it. Guinea pigs and
white rats by the thousands died or
were stunted and starved. The story of
vitamins unfolded before his eyes like
an Arabian night’s tale.

Steenbock one day noticed how much
different a cow looked after a few weeks
on early spring grass. Was the food
value in this green grass so much dif-
ferent, so much better, than the grains
with which she was fed when the snow
was on the ground? In the habit of
hunger fighters, this thing gnawed on
his mind. Was there a something in
sunshine that made animals grow fat
while they were eating lean diet and
whose lack kept them poor on a fat diet
in a dark barn?

Well, let us see. The violet lamp
should tell us. Its rays are like the rays
of the sun. So what does this Steenbock
do but turn the rays of the violet lamps
on his experimental animals. (At the
same time in Germany, Dr. Hundschin
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sky was learning that babies with rick-
ets could be cured by exposing them to
the rays of the violet lamp.) It works.
Animals fed on food lacking in vitamins
thrive anyway when they get a bath of
light from the violet lamps for a few
minutes each day. Animals fed on the
food lacking vitamins and kept in the
dark sicken and die.

But, what’s this? A rat that is grow-
ing fat because he has got the vitamin
from the violet lamps is put in a cage
with the lean rats, fed on the deficient
food!

“But this was wrong. This was un-
scientific. This was against all rules.
Who'd ever heard of a beast catching
growth from another? It was contrary
to all human experience, it was beyond
what a crazy man might imagine . . .
Again and again Steenbock tried that
experiment, refusing to believe it, rub-
bing his eyes at the figures of the fan-
tastic growths of these rats who inva-
riably caught growth simply by living
in the same cage with light-bathed pals
that were growing.”

News came from England that a wo-
man scientist named Hume had im-
proved on Steenbock’s experiment and
had fattened the sick rats who had no
vitamins by simply keeping them in
jars that had been exposed to the rays
of the violet lamp or laboratory “sun.”
Steenbock doubted. As yet he could
scarcely believe his own experiment.
We quote a paragraph from De Kruif:

“‘Look here,” said Steenbock to Ar-
chie Black, who was another of the
many slaves his thousands of experi-
ments required—TLook here, Hume
doesn’t say whether or not she left the
bedding, the shavings, in her rat jars
when she rayed them . ., . And did she
leave the food in? And when she blew
out the air in them with her bellows,
didn’t those bellows blow out the shav-
ings and the food too? ”

It meant another experiment for
Steenbock. He makes up a mixture of
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hog millet and other foods for the rats.
He has tried the same thing time after
time. He knows that young rats can
live on it, but can’t grow on it. He
divides the mixture, Half he puts un-
der the violet lamp for ten minutes.
The other half is untreated. He picks
his rats, all young. The rats fed on the
simple vitaminless mixture fail to grow.
They never do. But the rats which are
fed the same mixture treated with the
laboratory sunlight from the powerful
lamp—thrive. They all double their
weight in seven weeks. One triples her
weight. “ . . . all from an invisible, un-
weighable, completely untangible noth-
ing, that had entered the millet during
its ten short min ites bencath the sun-
lamp’s bell.”

So the plugging Steenl ock trapped
the rays of the sun, which malkas calves
grow and horses fat, and babies healthy!

Even yet, comparatively little is
known about vitamins, But what we
know is doing a-plenty to this old
world. We’re making sick babies heal-
thy. We're getting kids out in the sun-
light. We're slowly getting people to
know what foods they must have if they
must grow and live. And all the time,
scientists like Steenbock bending over
their test tubes and microscopes and
sun-lamps, and using countless thou-
sands of guinea pigs and white rats-
in as many thousand experiments.

Real scientists, proving again and
again until the evidence stacks sky-
high, that the differences between men
disappear when they have the same
chance, food, shelter, clothing, sanita-
tion! Shaming their brutal fellows who
call themselves scientists, who potter
over old wives’ tales and Marco Polo
travel stories to prove to their own sat-
isfaction that there are superior races
of men, that the poor are poor because
they are inferior!

Now, do you think microbe hunters
and hunger fighters are heroes, and
worthy of your admiration?
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A Letter to Edward

By Mary Jugg

Dear Edward:—

Last month I set in to answer some of
the questions you had written me, but
I found that I could not nearly begin to
cover them in so short a space. Today
I have decided to take up some more of
them as you sent them in.

1. Would you call thinking work?

Most certainly, it is work to think.
The brain is an organ of the body the
same as any other. To it is given the
job of thinking just as the legs are giv-
en the job of carrying the body about.
Every time the brain is called upon to
think, it has to work hard to make out
a road or path. The brain is supplied
with many little blood vessels. These
carry the blood—which gives energy—
to the brain. Every time a thought
flashes through your brain, it eats up
so much energy. Would you say that
that is the reason why so many people
don’t bother to think? Well, maybe.

2. Why did people invent gods in
the first place?

There is a very good reason why peo-
ple invented gods. You know that the
intelligence of man is supposed to have
grown. At least we like to think of
ourselves as much “smarter” than the
savages that inhabit different islands
of the Pacific.

Well, when a man has even less intel-
ligence than we have—a savage, let us
say—there are many things around him
he cannot explain. He only learns that
certain things seem to be good to him
and certain others seem to want to cause
him trouble. For instance, he may see
that a certain man’s face becomes swol-
len and covered with little red marks,
and that when this happens to the man,
“he is in pain and groans. Then he sees
a streak of lightning flash across the
sky. It is so sudden and bright that it

frightens him and he cannot tell where
it came from or where it went. Again
he knows that the sun is pleasant and
makes him feel good. But he cannot
know where it goes or where it comes
from. Naturally, there is only one
thing that will pop up in this savage's
mind. That is: that there must be some
“supernatural” being who looks out for
him when he is good and that punishes
him when he is bad. So he makes a god
for everything he sees about him and
cannot understand.

You will notice one thing: that the
more simple and uncivilized a savage
or tribe is, the more gods they will have.
The very lowest savages had as their
gods objects or animals. In the Field
Museum there is an exhibit showing
Man many, many thousands of years
ago, coming out from behind caves
(which were his only home) and rais-
ing his arms in worship of the sun—
which he believed to be “holy.” As Man
progressed, he began more and more to
think of gods as being more like him-
self. So, all through the ages different
civilizations have set up different kinds
of gods—gods that looked like them-
selves. Did you ever see statues of
Chinese gods? They look Chinese, don’t
they? But the Greeks had as their god
Zeus, and he had a perfect human form.
This was because the early Greeks
thought so much of the perfection of
the body.

Today as you walk through Museums,
you see people smiling to themselves as
they look upon the various kinds of gods
different savages and even -civilized
peoples worship. Each tribe has its
own worship built up. But they forget
that they themselves (in a great num-
ber) are doing something of the same
thing. They may think Buddha or Ju-
piter is funny, but they secretly pray to



MLADINSKI LIST

a god of their own—one that looks
more like they do, but who, in reality,
is just as funny to other people as these
others are to them.

If all down through the ages they
claim people have been mistaken about
which was the right god to worship,
isn’t it just as possible that they, too,
are mistaken about the god they are
now worshiping?

3. Isn't it true that because the uni-
verse is here, somebody must have made
it?

No, you can’t say ‘“somebody” must
have made it. If you say that, then I
must ask you, “And who made that
‘somebody’ ?” If you say, “God made
the universe,” then you must answer
me, “Then who made God?” Was it
another God? Then, who made that
other God? And so on and so on. Can’t
you see there would be no end to that?

You must try to understand, if I can
make it simple enough for you, that the
universe is matter and matter, in some
form or another, has always been. In
every region nebulae are continually
being formed into other new worlds;
other worlds are dashed into bits and
lost, while the matter from which they
were made goes into the formation of
something else.

You have learned that on this world
of ours there are 92 “elements”. That
means that everything—from first to
last—is made up of these elements in
some form or another. A poisonous
gas which was used in the World War
is made up of the same things that the
salt you use every day is. The only
difference is that in one there are more
of one kind of element and the elements
are combined differently. So it is with
everything you can imagine.

It is just like taking three letters:
O, F, and D. Take them like that and
make “oodf.” This doesn’t make any
sense or mean anything to you. But
rearrange them and you have “food.”
This can mean everything to you.

153

Elements are the same way. The
way they have become arranged makes
the thing what it is.

When Man discovered the elements
and learned to name them, he began to
experiment with their arrangement.
That is why many times we say that
“Sp-and-so invented something new.”
The fact is: that it has been here all
the time. The inventor or discoverer
simply arranged the elements or com-
pounds in a different way and so made
something that seemed entirely new to
us.

This is an interesting study, and some
time I hope we can give more time to it.

4. Why do people say there is a devil?

This question comes right on the heels
of the one above. Those people who do
not care to believe that the earth is
what it is because of the “nature of
things” say that “God made it.” But
then, as I told you in the last letter,
you have a right to say to these people,
that if God made it, then he must be
responsible for all the wrongs and ugli-
ness in this world, too.

To have an excuse for all the things
that are wrong in this world, religion
has said that all the evil was invented
by the Devil. These people try to hold
up for God by saying that he made ev-
erything good, but that the Devil came
along and tried to spoil it all.

This belief was so strong at an earlier
period in our civilization that many peo-
ple actually believed that all the time
there was a continual war going on
between the devil and God. Everything
that happened on earth was supposed to
be because either God or the devil won
out. And so the people went to all kinds
of trouble,—prayers, sacrifices, offer-
ings, and what-not, to try to win the fa-
vor of God so that he would win out.

All of this was not exactly harmful.
It might have been silly, and it surely
looks that way to us today, but at least
it didn’t hurt anybody. But when the
people went too far with this kind of
thing it did harm.
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People began believing that the devil
got into people’s souls and that he “pos-
sessed” them. And so, they branded
these people as witches and all other
kinds of unbelievable names. They
started putting people to death, just be-
cause someone said that he was “pos-
sessed” with the devil. This went past
the point of being just funny any more.
People’s minds actually became poisoned
by carrying this superstition too far.
Any normal person of today would say
that they were actually insane. Thou-
sands of innocent people suffered for
this insanity.

5. Isn't it possible that even though
the body dies, the mind will continue to
live on?

You will see how impossible this is
when you stop to realize and learn that
“mind” is only the work of the brain.
Without the brain and the nervous sys-
tem there could be no mind. This is
very easy to see.

Look at your physiology and you will
see that each part of the brain has its
own work to do. One part controls the
nerves that let us “see” things. An-
other controls the part that gives us
“speech.” Another controls the arms
and the legs—and so on.

Now you know, too, that when any
of these parts of the brain become in-
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jured, the part of the body that it con-
trols stops working, too. For instance,
if you injure the section of the brain
that controls “sight,” you may become
blind, but you will continue to live. In
the same way you may have paralysis
of the arm or of the leg while the rest
of your body will continue to live. But
if your whole brain dies, then all of your
body is dead and so also is your “mind”.

The reason Man is the most intelli-
gent of all the animals is because he has
the most highly-developed brain sub-
stance.

So you see, you cannot think of the
mind as separate from the brain. And
after the brain is destroyed, how can
you possibly say that the mind contin-
ues to live on. How? Where? These
questions cannot be answered, because
it is too evident and has been proved
too. many times that there is no such
thing as a mind or soul living after the
body dies.

Of course, religion must say that
there is such a thing as a soul, because
that is what it lives on. If people were
not made to believe that they have a
soul, then they would not continue to
support religion any more, either. Per-
haps in some not-too-distant future, the
great majority of people will see how
foolishly they were led, because they
did not use the energy to “think.”

GAME TO PLAY

What is Wrong?

In playing the game “What is
Wrong” one player stays in the room
while all the others go outside the door.
The player in the room makes some lit-
tle alteration in the position of a thing
that usually stands upon a certain spot,
or is placed in a certain way, and when
he admits the other players he asks
them what is wrong. The players, as
they discover what is wrong, sit down
until all have made the discovery or

given it up. Then the player who first
found what had been changed remains
in the room and moves something in
his turn while the others go outside.
Before we begin to play the game, we
should fix a certain time, say, two min-
utes in which the changed object must
be pointed out. If in that time no player
succeeds in discovering the thing
changed, then the object is shown and
the players go outside again the same
player remaining in the room and al-
tering she position of something else.
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‘CHE SLEVENTH CONVENTION OF SNPJ

Convention Month

HE month of May is the Convention
Month of the SNPJ. Its eleventh
convention will open on May 17 in

the Auditorium of the Slovene National
Home on St. Clair avenue in Cleveiand.
The assembly will consist of about 240
delegates and executives. Our conven-
tions usually last two weeks and are held
quadrennially. One of the main prob-
lems at this gathering will be how to in-
crease our juvenile ranks and how to
spread SNPJ fraternalism among our
youth, Other important questions will
center around various benefit and finan-
cial problems.

Convention Programs

Our juvenile members in Cleveland
and vicinity will enjoy the envious op-
portunity of witnessing the various con-
vention entertainments. A special com-
bined juvenile and youth program will
be arranged at which local SNPJ talent
will participate with interesting wvocal

and other numbers. These evening en-
tertainments during the convention will
be coducted by warious juvenile and
adult groups under the auspices of the
Cleveland SNPJ Federation.

SNPJ and Its Influence

The SNPJ is the biggest and strong-
est Slovene fraternal organization. As
such it commands the greatest influence
among our people morally, educational-
ly and materially. Its two publications
—Prosveta and Mladinski List—enjoy
the supremacy in their field among us.
The SNPJ was founded and built by
progressive Slovene workers with liberal
principles. It has grown and prospered
on these principles, and today it has a
splendid chance to advance its noble
purpose even into larger spheres. The
SNPJ has been a real guiding force to
our workers during the past 38 years.
It will continue to live and prosper!

EDITOR.

SNPJ Convention

Dear Editor:—As I write this article prepa-
rations are rapidly taking shape for the SNPJ
convention May 17. Since I am a Clevelander
I am very much interested in the proceedings.
The convention will be held in the Slovene
National Home in Cleveland.

Many important problems will be discussed
and debated. Some of the main issues that
are to be discussed are very important to the

youth of the SNPJ. Further plans will be
made for different youth activities in the
lodges. The many different lodges are very
busy electing delegates and making plans for
the convention. The many musical and dram-
atical societies are also preparing to provide
entertainment for the members and delegates
at the SNPJ convention.

There will be a day reserved for the English
speaking lodges to show their ability to put on
a program and also an evening for the Cleve-
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lan children’s singing groups. The people who
like to hear speeches on different subjects
will also have a chance to hear the many
noted speakers in the SNPJ. I am sure every-
body that attends the convention will have a
very enjoyable time.
Yours fraternally, Edwin Poljsak,
6319 Carl ave., Cleveland, O.
*

“Soca’” Singing Club

Dear Editor:—I enjoy reading the Mladin-
ski List very much. I wish it would come every
week instead of every month. I like the let-
ters in the “Chatter Corner” and the stories
very much.

The “Sofa” singing club gave a concert at
the Slovene Home for Easter. They had a
very large crowd. They had a play which
was called “Gospa Kordula”. The cast talked
clearly and distinetly and you could hear them
even if you were in the back of the hall. I
liked the play very much. They sang many
Slovene songs. Some of them were: “Delav-
ski pozdrav”, “Studenéek’”, “Ljubezen do do-
movine”, “Hej Slovenci”, “Eno devo le bom
ljubil”, “Dekle”, “Glow-worm”, “Zalost”, “Kaj
ne bila bi vesela”, “Bells of St. Mary’s and
“Vecernica”, I think they can sing very nice.
John Janko and Frank Ravniker Jr. played
the accordion. Two girls, Mildred Brate and
Jane Maria Mills, did a soldier dance, which
was very good.

I wish T could join the “Soéa” singing club
when I grow up. I know a few Slovene songs
but would like to know more. Here are three
songs [ know: “Kje je moj mili dom”, “Sem
slovenska deklica”, and “Kje so moje roZice”.

Our new High School has been completed; in
fact, they're using it already. We didn‘t have
very much snow last winter and I didn‘t like
it as I enjoy sleigh riding.

Jeanette Martinjak,
25 Fourth st., La Salle, Il

Fairmont, W. Va.

Dear Editor:—To the wonderful response I
received from Pen Pals, I have once more
gained the strength to get a pen and write
a letter to the Mladinski List. Among those
letters that I have received from Pen Pals
are from states such as Illinois, Pennsylvania,
and New York. I am very grateful to these
persons for writing to me, and I'm sure I'll
appreciate every one I get.

I would like for you to get acquainted with
the State of West Virginia, and the City of
Fairmont. Fairmont is a city with a popula-
tion of about 30,000. Schools from kindergart-
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en to college are in this city. We have about
10 public schools, 5 junior high schools, 3
high schools, and one teachers’ college. The
colored children have their own public and
high school.

In Morgantown, W. Va., 20 miles north of
Fairmont, the University of West Virginia
is located.

Fairmont also has a radio station, WMMN,
890 kilocycles. It is also the county seat of
Marion county.

Coal mining is mostly the occupation of men
around here. The mines work 5 days a week
since last summer. The second largest Glass
factory in W, Va, is situated in Fairmont.
Factories — ax, clothespin, chemical, marble,
and others — are in West Virginia. The
largest clothespin factory of the world is lo-
cated in Richwood, W. Va.

I am not acquainted with this state very
much yet, for we only live here about 3 years.
We formerly lived nead Johnstown, Pa., and
now we settled here in Fairmont, W. Va,, which
I like very well. At first I felt homesick but
soon found many playmates and got over
my  sickness.

We had spring weather before March 14,
but since then it snowed for three days steadily,
and we're now having the biggest snow in
the last two years. Before that date we play-
ed outdoors without wraps on, and we girls
played hop-scotch, and the boys played mar-
bles, flew kites and had all out-door amuse-
ments, but now we are shut in (March 17).
People here are now wearing snowsuits in-
stead of their spring autfit. I have several
hobbies that I enjoy. Some of them are,
collecting Shirley Temple’s pictures, and the
Dione Quintuplets’ pictures, My favorite sport
is basketball. Our school was in the county
tournament, but we were beaten and received
runners up. Runners up is the second place,
For getting second place we received a fifteen-
dollar basketball. We like second place, but
we would rather have first place and the
silver cup.

In 1933, our “Beta Zeta Club”, which is our
dramatic club, bought a trophy case and do-
nated it to the school. We have all kinds of
trophies in it that our school has won.

“A Proud Member”,
Dorothy Prele,
Westchester, R. D. 1, Fairmont, W. Va.

L

Dear Editor:—Since my last letter was pu-
blished, I thought I'd write again. I was sur-
prised to see my letter published. I hope you
all had a happy Easter. It was snowing here
on Easter, but the next day it was very warm,
We don’t have long to wait until school will
close. I was surprised to seen Justina Lousin’s
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letter in the M. L. I wish some of my friends
would write and make the M. L. really chatter,
I guess I'll have to close now, hoping to see
my letter published. I wish some friends
would write to me and I'd gladly answer their
letters.
Genevieve Pauzely,
(Via Krayn) R. D, 2, Windber, Pa.

* *

For Spanish Democracy

Dear Editor:—Putting aside my school books
with a sigh, I will attempt to give the readers
my opinion of the current events at the time
of my writing.

The most outstanding event taking place
in this day and age is the chaos in Spain. I
believe that the people of our nation should
send their flaming greetings to the brave and
noble men and women now fighting and dying
on the battlefield of Spain in order that liberty
and democracy may live. We all should hope
that the Spanish Republic and International
Socialism will live long.

Another outstanding picture in the catalog
of events is the many strikes throughout the
nation. It seems to me that the working
masses are finally realizing that they are
being exploited by the upper half, as they are
so called. Many people believe that the sit-
down strikes should be abolished and it even
has gone so far, that a working man’s wife
wrote to a well-known paper and said that
the sit-down strikers should be spanked; quite
to the contrary indeed. Certainly the men
should be encouraged to fight for shorter
hours and higher wages, for isn’t it true that
the standard of living is increasing daily. It
is algo true, that the men will not go on strikes
if they got what they want, and what they
need. — “A Torch”,

Sylvia Rose Fradel, Latrobe, Pa.

* %

Dear Editor:—Hello everybody! This is the
first time I am writing to the Mladinski List.
My next year's resolution will be to write to
the Mladinski List every month. I am nine
yvears old. Our whole family belongs to the
SNPJ Lodge 53, I go to Memorial school. I
have seven teachers. Here are their names—
Miss Ross, Miss Lindsey, Miss Demaree, Miss
Maalfid, Miss Belt, Mrs. Corning, and Mrs.
Gardner. My homeroom teacher is Miss
Ellison. Today was papersale and our class
won third prize party.—I hope M. L. members
would write to me, I will answer their letters
gladly.

Wilma Glazor,
434 East 160th st., Cleveland, O.

ib7

Dear Editor:—This is my first letter to the
M. L. I am eleven years old and am in the
sixth grade. I go to the Horace Mann school
and my teacher is Miss Batzer. Virginia
has won four championships this year. The
boys’ team won the swimming championship
for boys, and the girls’ team won the champ-
ionship for girls; also, Virginia won the
basketball championship of the 27th district
and the 7th region in Minnesota.

Come on, Virginia! Wake up! I have seen
no letters from Virginia in the M. L. So wake
up, you boys and girls of Virginia, the “Queen
City of the Arrowhead”. Show the other
cities and states that we are alive.

I would like to have some Pen Pals. Will
someone please write to me? T will gladly
and promptly answer all letters sent to me.

Albina Ruth Kozan,
112 — 10th st. So,, Virginia Minn.
* %

Dear Editor:—This is my very first letter
to the Mladinski List, and hope it is not my
last, I am interested in baseball, naturally,
because my uncle plays for the Montreal
Royals. Here in our locality we are organizing
a baseball team. My favorite baseball play-
ers in the major league are “Dizzy” Dean and
Paul Waner.

ANTHONY PRIMC, Lodge 118,
5436 Harrison st,, Pittsburgh, Pa.
* »

Dear Editor:—I am in the T7th grade in
school, T am 12 years old and am writing my
first letter to the Mladinski List. I have seven
teachers, Mr. Hilaire being my home-room
teacher, at Verona high school. Our family
of four members belongs to SNPJ Lodge 216.
I wish other juveniles of this lodge would
write to this magazine every month, and I
will continue writing to the M. L.

JOE BERTOSA, 522 W. R. R., Verona, Pa.

* =

Dear Editor:—Our school will be out May
5, and I like to go to school and I like my
teacher, Miss Roenigk. There are six in our
family. I must tell you that I like the M. L.
and T am a member of the SNPJ. I wish some
members would write to me. This is my first
letter. JENNIE PUZ,

Box 192, West Winfield, Pa.

Dear Editor:—I have two sisters and three
brothers and all are members of the SNPJ. I
like to read the M. L. — Hurray! School will
soon be out and then we'll have a real pienie,
as there will be two busses to take us to the
picnic grounds. I like to read the letters
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written by Milka Mileta. As this is my first
letter, I will sign off and will write more next
time. KATHRYN PROCHASKA,

E Eagle Nest, New Mex.

- »

Dear Editor:—I go to Paul Revere school
at which I am in the 2A grade and am 8 years
of age. My teacher is Miss Flouren Bartoly.
Our family consists of four and all four are
members of the SNPJ. I am a member of the
Junior Singing Club “Kanaréki” and our sing-
ing teacher is Mr. Louis Seme. We had four
concerts and parties so far, and we are plan-
ning a Mother's day party on May 15. Every
mother present will receive a carnation. This
is “my first” to the M. L. (Lodge 667.)

EDWARD VATOVEC,
9719 Prince ave., Cleveland, O.
* *

Dear Editor:—This is my second letter to
the Mladinski List. I always enjoy reading
its fine letters. We had two days Easter

vacation. I have a singing teacher, Miss
Hoppin. She is giving me lessons on a
harmonica. I can hardly wait for my birth-

day to come, May 25, when I'll be 11 years
old. I wish some of the members would write

to me. VIOLET MAE PERMAN,
R. D. No. 2, Windber, Pa.

* %

Dear Editor:—Writing my first letter to
the M. L. I wish to tell you that am 14 years
of age and have no brothers or sisters. There
are only three of us in the family and we all
belong to the SNPJ Lodge 313. I'm a fresh-
man at the Frankfort Community high
school and have five teachers: Mrs. Joplin,
Mr. Hodges, Mr. Summerville, Mr. Tucker,
and Miss Gloyd. — I'm glad spring has come
because it means that it wont be long until
—school is out. This summer I hope we have
more rain than last year because I want to
see our swimming holes rise to the tip-top of
their banks. My favorite sports are: fish-
ing, swimming, hunting and a little of basket-
bal]. I hope some of my cousins would write
to me. JOSEPH B. ZORTZ,

613 So. Locust st., W. Frankfort, IlL

* *®

Dear Editor:—I sure am glad I got my
sister to write. She can write very interest-
ing letters when she wants to. I am learning
how to play a quitar and enjoy playing on it.
have to practice upstairs so I won't give any-
body a headache. It sure gives me a head-
ache when I can’t figure out a note or where
to put my fingers. I learned to play on a
ukulele by myself and didn't do a bad job
at it, so I'm told. Our school will present
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an operetta, “Cowboys at Play”, with cowboy
songs, southern songs and one or two modern
songs. The cast in the play is all made up of
boys.—I wish that “Cowgirl” Pauline Fatur
would write to me about the life on the ranch.
I am always dreaming about visiting a ranch
some time, as I like the wide open pacec,
Proud Member,

DOROTHY KLARICH,
809 So. 21st st., Tacoma, Wash.

*x %

Dear Editor:—Not so long ago I said “this
is my first letter”, now I am writting my
third one, and soon I will be able to say I
wrote quite a few letters to this marvelous
M. L. First I want some more Pen Pals, I have
noticed most letters start with “This is my
first letter”, which means more members are
interested and are writing to the M. L. Eest-
er in Joliet was fair, and of course most
people wore their spring outfits. I remain
a proud member,

LOUISE PUCEL, 105 Hckerave, Joliet, Il

* %

Dear Editor:—This is really my second
letter to the M. L. I had already sent my
first letter but when I received the M. L.
and read the Editor’s note about writing on
only one side of the paper and not both sides
I decided to write again for that is exactly
what I did. I am eleven years old and in the
sixth grade. — I would like to have some Pen
Pals. Will someone (boys or girls) please
write to me? I will gladly answer all letters
sent to me.

ALBINA RUTH KOZAN,
112 — 10th st. So., Virginia, Minn.

N.Y.SNPJ All-Americans

Dear Editor:—1937 has proven to be a suc-
cess for the New York SNPJ All-Americans.
At the beginning of the year we celebrated our
tenth anniversary. Here, we had the great op-
portunity to meet Mrs. Anna P. Prasna, who
delivered a very entertaining address. She
is a well know writter in the M. L. and Pro-
sveta. Mr. Frank Zaitz, Chairman of SNPJ
Board of Trustees, made a special trip to New
York City in order to ai us in making our
affair a real success. His speech marked a
great influence on the vast audience. Unfortu-
nately however, he was not able to remain
after the concert. The other entertainers were:
The great Slovene operatic and concert ba-
ritone, Anton Subelj, the Juvenile Tamburitza
orchestra and the male Singing Society “Slo-
van”, Anton Subelj placed the audience in a
great uproar with his variety of melodious
songs. It was necessary for him to make a
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number of encores. The great number of tal-
ented musicians of the Tamburitza orchestra
filled the air with a few national songs and
ended with “Hej Slovani” while the audience
rendered their voices. Following this program
Jerry’s Starlight orchestra furnished the
music. Immediately the dance-floor was fill-
ed to the capacity with young and old. To this
day many comments are made in favor of this
anniversary.

Due to the results of this fortunate affair,
a party was held for the adult and juvenile
members on Sunday, March 21. Approxi-
mately all the members attended. We, as ju-
veniles enjoyed ourselves so that soon the a-
dults intermingled with the children. As re-
sult of this party many non-members joined
the fun and are planning to join Lodge 580.

We have at present a campaign during
which each member will receive fifty cents
award for each juvenile and the medical fee
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rewarded also. Each member proposing an
adult receives one dollar award and one dollar
paid towards the initiation fee and one dol-
lar for the medical fee upon paying three
assessments,

Let all of us members try our utmost to do
our best in order to make 1938 a still greater
success. We hope, that in the near future
at least one letter from New York City will
appear in the M. L. If this letter is publish-
ed I know that it will encourage us a great
deal to write more. We would like to receive
personal letters from other juvenile members
from all over. This would enable us to hear
from different parts of the country.

We close our letter hoping to hear from
you.

Your friends:
JENNE PADAR, 22 Wyckoff ave.;

CATHERINE SCHNEIDER,
308 Stanhope street, (SNPJ Lodge 580.)

Dolores

WAS leaving my friends, and hurrying to

catch an electric elevated train, with the
intent to later board a steam train which would
take me back to Cleveland from Chicago. Once
on the electric elevated train, the thought sud-
denly came to my mind that I hadn’t seen one
of my old lady friends. So, I got off the
elevated at the Racine avenue station and
went to see her and have a little chat with
her and her son, and then say “Goodbye” to
them.

La Salle station, at the junction of Van Bur-
ren and La Salle streets, Chicago, Illinois, is
the location from which arrive and depart New
York Central, Nickel Plate, and Rock Island
railroad trains. I figured I had plenty of time
to get the No. 4 fast mail train, as it was
scheduled to depart at 9:50 a. m. and often-
time stays over for 40 minutes ere it departs,
so I talked longer than I should to my friend
and when I arrived at the depot, the train
had gone, and it left me behind. All that I

could do would be to wait for the Fifth Ave-
nue Special which would leave at 11 o'clock.

Having a lot of time to wait, before my de-
parture to Cleveland, Ohio, I decided it was
necessary to get some soup, doughnuts, and
coffee. It was a case of going out of the
station and to a restaurant, When I returned
at 10.50 a. m. it was just the right time to
board my Fifth Avenue New York Central
train.

Up the steps we went to the big shed
housing on one track a big engine followed
by ten cars. When you see a train running
through fields, forests, and cities, it does not
look very big to you. When you pass by it
in the train shed, it is a regular giant, and
the locomotive that pulls the cars appears
like a Goliath.

Trains these days carry Pullman cars, and
the Fifth Avenue Special No. 6 was no excep-
tion; it also had three coach cars. There was
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a conductor, brakeman, and a colored Pullman

porter. I pointed to car coach 1492 and asked
the brakeman, “Cleveland?”, he replied,
Y esR

We stepped up and found that only the last
two seats in the rear of the coach were empty.
I took one of them and spotted across from
the aisle in the other, a small girl. I did
not know to whom she belonged, and did not
think that she would travel alone.

“All aboard!” yelled the conductor, and the
engine puffed smoke and steam. The train
began to move faster and faster. The little
girl began to get rastless. Soon she drew a
small purse out of her pocket and started
counting nickels and dimes. She followed
this pursuit by opening a box about 12 by
6 which contained a doll which she looked at,
then she grabbed a sandwich wrapped in pa-
per.

The conductor came along examining and
punching fare tickets. As he neared the end
of the car, the little miss turned back, reach-
ed into her coat pocket and pulled out an
envelope on which was pinned the railroad
ticket. Then, I knew, that she was traveling
all alone.

“Englewood! Englewood! next station”,
called the brakeman, and he and the conductor
hurried to the front door. The little miss got
excited and went to the drinking fountain
which was near my seat, and asked me if the
conductor had taken my ticket. “No, he has
not taken my ticket, but he’ll come back,”
I answered.

I began to question her. Was she all alone?
Where was she going? To Sandusky, Ohio.
But why alone? Mother was sick; she could
hear you talk, and the girl was going to her
uncle Billy. Did her uncle know that she was
on that train? Her father had sent him a
letter and a telegram.

By this time, the conductor returned and
collected the ticket. He wrote on paper, “Off
at Sandusky”. I said to the conductor, “I am
going to Cleveland, and will help the girl
when she leaves the train at Sandusky.” “All
right,” remarked the conductor.

“What time is it?” This query was made
by the little girl every ten or twenty minutes.
She came near my seat and popped another
question, Were we near Toledo, Ohio? I told
her that it was 11:45 and that we would not
arrive there till 4:50 p. m. We had 5 hours
vet to go. I said that I would tell her when
we arrived in Toledo, and Sandusky. Why
did she ask so much about Toledo? I suppose
her father had told her this was the last
stop before Sandusky.

“Sit down by me and keep me company,”
I said. She did, and I began to question her
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more. What was her name? Dolores Wunder.
Oh, I had already heard of “Wonder” bread.
Yes, but she spelled her name, W-U-N-D-E-R
and the bread is spelled W-O-N-D-E-R. Is
uncle Billy the driver for the Wonder Bakery?
Oh yes. Where did she live? (She had the
address.) How old was she? She was 8 years
old on May 23, and on her next birthday she
would be nine! When do we get to Sandusky?
Oh, only four more hours to go.

Again she became restless, and began whis-
tling, singing, moving, went back to her seat,
pulled out a jam sandwich and began eating.

“Elkhart station”, called the brakeman and
the train stopped. “Coffee, coffee”, called the
boys who entered the car. Dolores pulled out
her purse. She had 6 nickels and 2 dimes, and
wanted coffee. I said to the coffee man,
“Give her coffee,” and to her “I'll pay for it,
Dolores, here are two more nickels and you'll
have 60 cents”. She said, “Thank you; are
we in Toledo?” “No, Dolores, not yet”.

After she drank her coffee, she pulled out
of the box some chocolate, ate some and offer-
ed me some. No, I did not want any. Thank
you: What time was it? Were we near To-
ledo?

Was she ever in Sandusky before? Oh yes,
she had gone fishing with uncle Billy. She
did not catch any fish, but uncle Billy did.
They had gone to Cedar Point (an amusement
park) and liked it very much. Her uncle de-
livered bread. “Toledo! Toledo!” We arrived
in Toledo, Ohio, right on time at 4:50 p. m,
Aboard came the sandwich man. I ordered
a sandwich for her, which she wanted, and
some coffee for myself, Again I paid for it
so that she could save her money.

“No, Dolores, fifty more minutes and we’ll
be in Sandusky”. She would leave me all by
myself. I would be lonesome. I would help
her with the satchel, she would carry the
box, books, and jokes. All right? “Yes,” she
answered. Our train would run over the water
in Sandusky Bay. The girl did not like water.

“Sandusky! Sandusky!” called the brake-
man. “Now, Dolores, put on your cap and
coat. Button on your belt, take your box,
jokes and books. I will carry the rest.”

The train stopped and two men waited. One
was her uncle Billy,

Dolores forgot about me and the satchel

“Mr. Wunter, here is her grip. She kept
me company all the way from Chicago, and
I shall miss her very much.”

“Oh, thank you. Dolores, say goodbye to
the gentleman.”

“Goodbye, Mister.”

“Goodbye, Dolores,
will soon be well.”

Frank Barbie, Cleveland, Ohio.

I hope your mammy



