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MESECNIK ZA SLOVENSKO MLADINO V AMERIKI
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Andrej Kobal:

Abrahamu Lincolnu

Pravi¢énost, pridnost in postenja vzor,
ljubezen do gospoda in do*suZnja,

ki bil tedaj uboga raja tuZna,

so te poslale tja na beli dvor,

da vstavil bi tlaciteljev upor.

Boj izgubila je dezela juzna;

ti zmagal si, sovraga jeza kuZna

pa je storila nad teboj umor.

Oh, da bi priSel, Lincoln, v nasa mesta,
pogledal v tovarne in domove,

oh, da bi Sel med kmete in rudarje,
postal bi zopet nas vodnik, ker cesta
dvojna vodi nas v razpore nove
—gorje!—in pod sebiéne poglavarje.

Albin Cl‘bular;

V RUDECI LIVARNI

Dimniki puhajo
dime v oblake,
kotli pa kuhajo
¢udne vse spake.

Rudne te spakice

se kar drzijo,

kot v gnezdu srakice
moéno evréijo.,

Pridite, pridite—
80 Ze utonile . . .
Hej, ali vidite—
se raztopile . . .

Leno prelivajo

v masah se vrelih,
tam-le razlivajo
sSe po modelih.

Fr. Loéniskar:

NEUGNANEC

Oc¢ke si zaspane

v temi Se pomane,
vprasa: “Je Ze dan?
Nisem ve¢ zaspan!”

Hitro skoé¢i v hlace,
pa po sobi skade,
vse iz spanja zdrami
maléek neugnani.

Ves dan telovadi
neugnanec mladi,
hlaéice trpijo —
tezko da vzdrzijo.

Ob prihodu mraka
zmaga trud junaka,
takrat kar omahne —
hisa se oddahne . ..
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Ne za zmago, za resnico se potegujem. . . . Stati moram na
strani praviénih. . . . Stal bom z njimi, dokler so praviéni, in se loéil
od njih, ko zaidejo na kriva pota.—A. Lincoln.
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Pust in pepelnica pri Slovencih
in drugih Slovanih

AKOR so mnogi prazniki, obi¢aji in vraZe imeli svoj postanek Ze v davnih dneh,

ko so bili Jjudje Se pogani, tako se je tudi obhajanje pusta in pepelnice ohranilo
ve¢ ali manj Se izza poganske dobe, torej do par tisoé let. Res je, da sta oba ta
dva dneva do neke meje kri¢ansko verskega znacaja, to je, da pust pomeni zadetek
posta (mesopust) in da je pepelnico uvedel rimski papez Gregor Veliki; ali vendar
S0 pustni obi¢aji tako podobni obi¢ajem poganov, da ne more biti nobenega dvoma o
njih izvoru. Pa Se ve¢ se nauéimo, ako primerjamo razne obic¢aje Slovanov, namreé,
da so skoro pri vseh slovanskih narodih enaki, kar nam jaméi, da so vezi med temi
narodi Se vedno tesne v jeziku in Zivljenju.

Beseda “pust” je skoraj v vseh slovanskih jezikih enaka, namre¢ ‘“masopust”
pri Cehih, Slovakih, Poljakih in juznih Slovanih, ter “maslenica” pri Rusih. Slovenci
retemo kar na kratko “pust.” Veéinoma povsod znaéi “pust” prihod spomladi, da-
siravno ga praznujejo Ze v februarju, takorekoé Se sredi zime. Pomniti pa je treba,
da na Laskem, kjer so v tem &asu praznovali obletnice na ¢ast svojemu vinskemu bo-
gu Baku, je ob tem ¢asu ze zopet spomlad v deZeli. Slovanski bog veselja je bil Ku-
rent, zato pa tudi pustu ponekod pravijo Kurent.

Nekod po Dolenjskem se Ze na vefer pred pustom zbirajo otroci sredi trgov in
uganjajo straSen ropot po mestu. Pravijo, da godejo Kurentu na cast. Lepo je
praznovanje pusta opisal Jernej Ravnikar v Letopisu Matice Slovenske, v letniku
1890:

“Leta 1829 so Metliéani ovrSavali pustni dan z velikanskim pustovim sprevodom.
Pred tem so jahali in svirali godei na konjih. Za njimi nosili so Stirje oSemljeni mo-
Zaki na nosilnicah pusta (slamnatega moZa), ki sta ga z obeh strani boZala érna dim-
nikarja vsak s svojo metlo po naSemljenem obrazu; a za njim se je pomikala po me-
stu proti cerkvi dolga vrsta raznoliénih smesno opravljenih Sem. Nekatere so imele
tudi “Zivinski” rep; eden defak pa je bil preobleten v Zensko opravo, reksi: “pustova
nevesta,” ki pa ni kar ni¢ Zalovala, nego zbijala venomer nepristojne Sale.

Nepristojno so se zaletavale tudi repate moSke Seme, ¢rno ali pa rdece in Zolto
bo obrazu pomazane, Se pred tem sprevodom v dekle, katere so hodile na mestni zde-
nec po vodo ali se pa vracale s polno Corbico na glavi domov.

Ze se je ta Semasti sprevod bliZal Zupni cerkvi, kar se prikaZe izza cerkve teda-
nji metliski kaplan . . . slavni Baraga, gre s palico v roki Seman naproti, in ko jih
Sreca, ustavi se ba$ pred godei, izvlede pri tej priéi izpod suknje razpelo, in drZe¢ ga
proti pustovemu sprevodu, zakriéi v sveti jezi na ves glas: KriZajte ga! KrizZajte
ga!

_ Vse ostrmi, Sema debelo gleda Semo, sprevod se ustavi. Ziva duSa se ne upa ogla-
Siti, samo eden izmed godcev jahalev, pred katerimi se je ustavil Baraga, zaSepele
fh‘ugim tovariSem predrzno: ‘Hajd’ naprej!” Pa nihée se ni drznil poslusati ga; eden
1Zmed jahacev, ki se je bil prestrasil predrznih besed, je krenil s konjem pri tej priéi
skozi najbliZjo ulico ter odjahal skokoma tja, kjer si je izposodil konja. Zdaj se za-
¢ne z drugimi godci vred obradati po malem ves sprevod nazaj; pregore¢i Baraga pa,
lpisleé, da je pust na nosilnicah Ziv, si ni mogel kaj, da ga ne bi bil posvaril zaradi to-
like pregrehe, ker ga namreé ni sram, da se kot kristjan in é&lovek, ustvarjen po
bozji podobi, tako poniZuje.
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Po takih besedah so se zakrohotali vsi, ki so ¢uli kaplana. Baraga je spoznal svo-
jo zmoto in krenil v “prostijo” ves zariifen, ker se je bil zanj tako smesno zavrsil ta
znameniti prizor.

Slisal sem potem praviti, da so nesli potlej pusta ‘na Kolpo’ ter ga vrgli v vodo.”

Iz gornjega opisa posnamemo, kako so v preteklosti skoro povsod po Dolenjskem
praznovali pusta. S tem dnevom pa je navezanih Se vse polno drugih obi¢ajev in vraz.
Zenini in neveste, na primer, kateri so se menili oZeniti ali omoziti, pa se niso, “vle-
¢ejo ploh” na pustni dan. Ponekod “vlaéijo ploh” naslednji dan, to je na pepelni¢no
sredo. Ce ni na pustni dan nobene poroke v obéini, pravijo ponekod, da je 3el skozi
volk.

Povsod po Slovenskem se je Se ohranil obicaj, da ljudje ne delajo ta dan. Ko-
roSei pravijo: “Kar se na pustne dni prede, vse misi snedo.” Tudi Nemei trdijo
isto. Stajerci pa ne verjamejo, da je dobro na pustni dan mleti, ker njih izrek se
glasi: “Ce se pustni dan melje, rado nad tisto hiso grmi; ¢e pa se prede, kacée okrog
hise lazijo.” V Slovenskih goricah ne sme nihée na pustni dan Sivati, ker sicer, pra-
vijo vrazeverci, bi kokosi ne mogle nesti. Tudi Nemci imajo Se to vrazo. Metlic¢ani,
ki so radi veseli, pravijo: “Na pust se mora plesati in visoko skakati, zato da bo lan
‘visok in velik.” Drugod zopet pravijo, da se morajo na pustni dan uganjati burke,
drugace da ne bo debela repa.

Hrvati in Srbi imenujejo pust tudi “poklade.” Njih obic¢aji in vraze so do ma-
lega podobne slovenskim. Crnogorei se na pustni dan namaZejo s sajami in si obe-
sijo nase zvonce, potem pa hodijo od hiSe do hise, ter prosijo sira, masla, jajec itd.
Kjer jim ne dajo nic¢esar, potegnejo z jajcem ob vrata.

V Dalmaciji se zadnjo predpustno nedeljo oblece nekaj deckov v kozZuhasto opra-
vo, tako, da je kosmata stran zunaj. NaSemijo se z razliénimi repi in zaplatami ali
krpami ter obesijo nase zvoncev. Enega obleéejo v Zensko in mu dajo v roke povito
dete. Decaki se zovejo dedje, zenska pa je dedova “baba.” Ves dan kolovratijo po
mestu in poljubljajo njo in dete ter zbijajo vse polno Sal. Za njimi pa teko otroci
in vpijejo: ‘“Bu, djede! Bu, babo!”

Na otokih v Dalmaciji imajo navado, da na pustni dan pripeljejo v vas Zivega
vola. Neki decek udari vola s sekiro po glavi, tako da se ves omamljen zgrudi. Oni
decek je potem “kralj,” ki sme po stari narodni pravici na ta dan zapirati in dajati
tatove in druge hudodelce v prazno rupo ali cisterno. Najprej pripeljejo vola k “lan-
skemu kralju.” Ako ga ta na prvi mah podere tako, kakor je treba, tedaj ostane on
Se to leto kralj; ako mu pa izpodleti, tedaj Sele sme kdo drug poizkusiti sre¢o. Ubi-
tega vola pa specejo ter se goste z njegovim mesom vsi vaséani. Obenem svirajo na
meh (miSnice) in pleSejo kolo ves dan do veclera.

Na Ceskem imajo nekoliko drugaéno navado. Napravijo si “medveda,” ki je ob-
le¢en v grahovico. To trgajo gospodinje z njega, ko stopa po trgu. Grahovico po-
tem dajo gosem v gnezda, ker, pravijo, potem gosi dobro vale. Zvecer gredo vsi v
krémo na ples, kjer poskakujejo na vso mo¢ visoko, zato da bodo konoplje visoke ali
velike.

Tudi Poljaki se obla¢ijo v “medvede’” na pustni torek. NaSemljeni uganjajo raz-
liéne burke od hiSe do hise sami ali pa jih vodijo vodniki na vrviecah. Svoje¢asno so
Poljaki tudi vodili po mestu petelina ter pobirali darove za obéno pojedino.

Rusijo praznujejo pusta kar celi teden. To je njih “maslenica.” Maslenico se-
zigajo ali pokopavajo koncem tedna. Njih pustne zivali so: kozel, medved in pete-
lin, in te navadno vodijo na pustni dan po mestu. Ruski kmet pravi: “Kateri ma-
sleni (pustni) dan je lep, ta dan sej pSenico,”
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Pri vseh Slovanih velja to-le vremensko prerokovanje: Ce so pustni dnevi de-
zevni, je tisto leto dosti so€ivja. Ce je moker plot, bo dosti fizola. Ce je pust na
knalu. bo velika noé na peéi. s

» * i

Pepelnici ali pepelniéni sredi pravijo ponekod tudi éista sreda, kar znaci, da so se
ljudje na ta dan hodili ¢istit svojih grehov, to je, da so §li po odvezo. Ta praznik s
potresovanjem pepela je uvedel papez Gregor Veliki, ki je dejal, da s tem dnevom
v cerkvi uvedejo Stiridesetdanski post. Kot so dognali zgodovinarji, je torej ta praz-
nik, kakor tudi post, imel svoj zacetek Sele v osmem stoletju. Toliko glede verske
strani pepelnice.

Po vsem Slovenskem Se pravijo ljudje, da morajo fantje in dekleta, ki se niso
omozili ali oZenili zadnji pust, vleéi ploh. Ker pa bi to ne bilo posebno lepo za dekle-
ta, opravljajo ta posel samo fantje, ki se ponekod preoble¢ejo v zenske. V Ribnici so
Se pred nedavnim imeli navado, vlaciti ploh po trgu in ga pustiti naposled najstarsi
devici pred hiSo. Ta ploh je ponekod posebno velik, kajti vanj vprezejo celo konja
in ga potem vlaéijo okoli. Na Cerkljanskem vidi§ na pepelni¢no sredo po vaseh na-
Semljenega fanta, v Zensko preobledenega, kako vlece na vrvi desko po snegu ali ledu
za seboj. Pravijo: “Baba ploh vlece.”

Na Koroskem imajo stare gospodinje Se danes to vrazo, da pokopljejo na pepel-
nico skrivaj, predno jutrnico zvoni, pepela in Zerjavice, ¢e je mogoce hisnim durim
pod prag. Mislijo namrec, da jim to brani hiSo ognju.

Priblizno take redi kot Slovenci uganjajo na pepelnico tudi Cehi. Oni pa ta dan
pokopavajo pusta. Po njihovi vrazi je treba tega dne zbirati in spravljati ves pepel,
kolikor ga je najti v hi8i, zato ker ima posebno mo¢, da ubrani drevje gosenicam, ce
se obsiplje z njim vsako drevo pred solncem. Tudi Poljaki imajo to navado in tudi
oni fele ta dan pokopavajo pusta, ki je, kakor Ze opisano, obleéen v grahovico.

Nemeci imajo posebne vraZe glede pepelni¢ne srede. Pravijo: Pepelnica je nesre.
¢en dan, zato ne sme$ ta dan nikakega zivinéeta prvic¢ privezavati, da ne izgubi svoje
moc¢i. Tudi izganjati ali prodajati ne sme3 Zivine, ker ne bo srece pri tem. Hleva
ne sme$ kidati in sobe ne umivati, drugace ti bo siva.

Vremensko prerokovanje o pepelnici pa se glasi pri Slovencih: Skozi katero
&pranjo na pepelnico solnce sije, skozi tisto $e potem sneg mete. Cehi mislijo malo
drugace: Ce tega dne piSe huda burja (silny severni vitr), bo rodovitno leto, ako ni
vetra ta dan, bo pa aprila meseca in na $kodi potem trtam in drugim rastlinam.

Mirko Kunéié:

. ZENITOVANJE

Pajek in mucek na$ predeta, predeta— Muha plesadica je kot kralji¢na

platna bo, jojme, za dvajset pet skrinj! V pravljicah ¢udeznih zala in miéna.

Kak dirndaj je pri nas zadnje ¢ase, Zenin junak je, a reven kot mi% —
koliko nujnih in vaznih stopinj! v hi%o ga vrgel jesenski je pi§ — — —
Muha—nevesta je, Zzenin—komar. Davi pa hude sem sanje imel:

Jojme, prijatelj¢ki, to vam je par! v mrezo je pajek nevesto ujel,
Slavnosten govor petelin Ze piSe. 7Zenin junak jo je hotel oteti —

“Ziveli svatje!” prepeva krog hise. pa je Se sam moral jadno umreti. . .
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VIJOLICA.

(Iz nemséine.)

NE SKRIVAJ se, modra vijolica!
Porajas se v brazdi, cvetlica.
Pa li te varuje? veruje$ Se ti?
Saj listje te krije? Mi duh tvoj disi,
Oh, revna vijolica, ta te izdaja.

H. Gross.

HISICO POLZEK IMA . ..

Hisico polzek ima,

v hiSici nima blaga,

v hisici lu¢ ne brli,

ogenjek v njej ne gori;

v hiSiei tudi ni slame,

da se pod streho ne vname.
Karel Sirok.

NA POTOVANJU.

(Iz nemséine.)

O POLNOCI na daljnem in ‘brezpotnem
morju,

ko lucke v ladji vse Ze davno ugasnile,
in ko na nebu ve¢ nobena zvezda ne blesti,
tedaj svetilka Se brli na ladje krovu,
stenj zabranjen pred silovitim vetrom
krmarja razsvetljuje vse krmilna igla,
koja nevarljivo smer mu kaZe.

Ce jo ¢uvamo nas pelje skozi vsako tmino;
lu¢ tihotno v prsih nam goreda Se brli.

Uhland.

Doprsna soha Zevsa, najviijega boga Grkov.
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Elica v deveti dezeli

V globoki jami zajcevi

LICA je bila zelo, zelo trudna. Naveli¢ala se je bila sedeti pri sestri na bregu:

dvakrat ali trikrat je bila pogledala ¢ez rame v knjigo, katero je ¢itala sestra, ali

v knjigi ni bilo slik in razgovorov. “In &emu naj bo knjiga brez slik in razgovorov,”
si je mislila Elica.

Tako je mislila sama pri sebi (ali mislila ni veliko, kajti bil je vro¢ in utrudljiv
dan, da se ji je kar spalo) in se je namenila splesti venec marjetic, ko je nenadoma
skot¢il ravno poleg nje Zajéek Beltek z velikimi roZnatimi oémi.

Ni¢ posebnega ni bilo na tem in Elica tega ni niti pomislila, da je nekaj poseb-
nega, ko je sliSsala Zajéka Belcka vzklikniti: “Ojoj, ojoj, prepozen sem!” (Ko se je
pozneje domislila tega vzklika, je vedela, da bi se morala zacuditi takemu vzkliku, ki
se ji je pa prej zdel naraven.) Ali zgodilo se je ve¢ kakor to! Zajéek Beléek je vzel
iz telovnika uro, pogledal je nanjo in odhitel dalje. To je Elico takoj spravilo na no-
ge, kajti nenadoma je pomislila, da Se nikoli ni videla zaj¢ka s telovnikom in uro, in
vsa radovedna je stekla po polju za njim. Ravno o pravem c¢asu je Se videla, kako
Je smuknil v veliko zaj¢jo luknjo med grmicjem.

Trenutek za tem je zlezla za njim Elica, ne da bi vsaj malo pomislila, kako bo
prisla nazaj.

Zajceva luknja se je vila dalje in dalje kakor predor, ali §lo je tako hitro naprej,
da Elica ni imela ¢asa pomisliti, dokler se ni konéno zgodilo, da je zacela padati, pa-
dati navzdol v nekaj, kar se ji je zdelo kakor velik vodnjak.

Ali je bil vodnjak zelo globok ali pa je padala tako podasi, kajti med padanjem
je imela dovolj ¢asa ozirati se okoli in se ¢uditi vsemu, kar se je vrstilo drugo za dru-
gim. Sprva je skuSala pomisliti, kam neki zaide, ali bilo je pretemno, da bi videla.
Tupatam je videla slike in viseée police na klinih. Z nekega klina je snela lep lon-
¢ek z napisom: “Pomaranéna marmelada,” ali Zal, bila je prazna. Ni si upala izpu-
stiti lon¢ka, ker se je bala, da bi koga ne pobila tam doli; tako ga je odlozila na
drugi polici, ko je padala, padala.

“No!” je pomislila Elica. “Po takem padcu kot je ta se pa ne bom bala pasti
po stopnicah. Kaj bodo mislili o meni doma? Pa saj bi jim itak ni¢esar ne poveda-
la, ¢etudi padem z vrha hie.” (To je brzkone res.)

Doli, doli, doli! Ali padanja ne bo konca? “Bogve, koliko milj sem Ze padla,”
Jje rekla na glas. “Gotovo sem 7e nekje v sredini zemlje. Cakajte no, to je nekako
Stiri tiso¢ milj doli. . .” (Veste, Elica se je namre¢ nauéila nekaj takih reéi v Soli.
In ¢eprav prostor ni bil posebno primeren, da pokaZe svojo modrost, ker bi je nihée
ne slisal, vendar je bila to dobra preizkusnja, da ponovi nalogo.) “Da, tolika je raz-
dalja, ali ¢udim se tudi, na koliki zemeljski Sirini in dolZini sem.” (Elica ni prav
ni¢ vedela, kaj je zemeljska Sirina in kaj dolZina, ali mislila si je, da so te besede
zelo lepe, zato jih je izrekla.)

Kmalu je zopet zafela. “Radovedna sem, e bom padla skozi in skozi zemljo!
Kako ¢udno bi bilo, ¢e bi pridla med ljudi, ki hodijo z glavo navzdol. Ampak vpra-
Sati jih bom morala, kako se pravi njih deZeli. “Prosim, gospodi¢na, ali je to Nova
Zelandija ali Avstralija?” In celo ko je padala, je Elica skuSala oponaSati sebe in
delala je poklone, &e§, bogzna, & bi se znala pravilno obnadati. “In si bodo e mislili,
kako nevedna sem. Ne, tega pa rajSa ne bom vprasala. Mogoce bo pa kje napisano.”

Doli, doli, doli! Ker ni bilo drugega dela, je Elica spet zadela govoriti. “Sivéek
me gotovo pogresa nocoj.” (Sivéek je bil njen mucek.) “Upam, da mu ne bodo po-
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zabili dati skledice mleka. Sivéek, dragi moj, kako lepo bi bilo, ¢e bi bil sedaj tu pri
meni. Nié¢ mi8i ni v zraku, ampak mogoce bi vjel kakega netopirja in ti so precej
podobni misim. Ampak ¢udim se, ¢e macki jedo tudi netopirje.” Pri teh mislih pa
se ji je zacelo dremati in zasanjala je, da se sprehaja roko v roki s Sivékom. V sa-
njah ga vprasa: “Povej mi, Sivéek, ali je$ netopirje?” ko nenadoma zac¢uje: Bum!
bum! Padla je na suhljad in suho listje in padanje se je koncalo.

Elica se tudi malo ni pobila in za trenutek je skoéila na noge. Ozrla se je naokoli,
ali vse temaéno je bilo; le tam v temi je zagledala belo piko, izhod iz luknje, in skozi
to luknjo je Se videla hiteti Zajéka Bel¢ka. Niti trenutka ni smela izgubiti, kakor ve-
tre je odletela in v zadnjem hipu je zasliSala na vogalu: “Oj, moje mustae in moje
uhace, kako pozno je ze!” Zajéek se ji je nato izgubil izpred o¢i in znaSla se je v
dolgem, nizkem hodniku, razsvetljenem od lucic izpod stropa.

Na vse strani so bila vrata, ali vsa so bila zaprta in ko je Elica poizkusila od-
preti vsaka vrata, se je zalostna obrnila nazaj v sredo dvorane. RazmiSljala je, ka-
ko bi prisla ven.

Nenadoma je priSla k trinozni mizi iz Cistega stekla. Na mizi ni bilo drugega
kakor majcken zlat kljuéek, in Elica si je takoj domislila, da mora to biti kljucek od
katerih vrat; toda Zal, ali je bila klju¢avnica prevelika ali pa kljuéek premajhen, da

00
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Gozdna pastirica.
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ni mogla nikjer odpreti. Ko je Ze dvakrat vse preizkusila, je prisla do nizkega za-
stora, katerega prej ni opazila. Za tem zastorom so bila mala vrata ni¢ veé kakor
pedenj Siroka in visoka. Poizkusila je odpreti z malim klju¢kom in, srefa presreéna,
kljuéek je bil prav.

Elica je odprla vrata in videla, da vodi prehod v mal hodnik, ne veliko veéji od
podganje luknje. Pokleknila je doli in pokupala v luknjo, tam dale¢ pa zagledala tako
krasen vrt, kakorSnega Se nihée na svetu ni videl. Kako si je Zelela, priti iz temne
dvorane, da bi se sprehajala med gredami svetlih cvetlic, poleg hladnih vodnjakov,
ali v oni hodnik Se glave ni mogla vtakniti. “In tudi ¢e bi glava Sla notri, kaj pa ra-
mena, ki so SirSa,” je pomislila Elica. “Oh, kako si Zelim, da bi se dala stisniti sku-
paj kakor daljnogled. Saj mislim, da bi Slo, ¢e bi le znala zadeti.” Ne pozabite nam-
re¢ kako veliko ¢udnih reci se je zgodilo zadnje case, zato ni Elica ¢isto ni¢ mislila,
da bi bilo to kaj _nemogocega.

Bilo bi zastonj ¢akati pri malih vrateih, zato je Sla nazaj k mizi, kajti upala je,
da bi nasla Se kak kljué¢ ali vsaj kake bukve, v katerih bi bilo popisano, kako se ljud-
Je spravijo skupaj kot daljnogled. Na mizi je sedaj naSla steklenico (“katere prej
gotovo ni bilo tu,” je pomislila) in na steklenici je bil papiréek z napisom: “Pij me!”

To je bilo vse lepo, ampak Elici se ni nikamor mudilo. “Ne! Pogledati moram
Se prej, ¢e ni kje zapisano ‘Strup’.” Citala je namre¢ precej lepih povestic o otro-
cih, katere so pozrle grde zveri ali pa so zgoreli, ker si niso zapomnili dobrih nasvetov
od pametnih ljudi. Tako se je bila spomnila, da je treba tudi na steklenico pogle-
dati, ¢e ni na nji kje zapisano “Strup,” kar povzro¢a hudo bolezen in morda celo
smrt.

Ali na tej steklenici ni bilo zapisano “Strup’” in zato je Elica pokusila. Tako
dobro je bilo, da se je oblizala okoli ustec. Potem pa je pila sladko pijaco, ki se je
zdela kakor da bi bil v nji zmeS8an ¢reSnjev sok z vsemi mogo¢imi najbolj$imi okusi.
Kmalu je vse popila.

“Kako ¢udne obéutke imam,” si je dejala Elica. “Tako se mi zdi, kako da bi se
stiskala kot daljnogled.”

Tako se je tudi zgodilo. Zdaj je bila samo deset palecev visoka. Veselja ji je za-
zarel obraz, ko je pomislila, da bo lahko smuknila skozi mala vratica na krasen vrt.
Spocetka je seveda Se malo pocakala, da vidi, ¢e se bo Se kaj stisnila; malo vznemir-
jena je bila, “kajti konéalo bi se lahko, saj veste,” si je rekla Elica, “da bi se izgu-
bila kakor sveéa.”

Ko je &ez trenutek zapazila, da se ni¢ ve¢ ne zgodi, se je odlo¢ila takoj stopiti
na vrt, ali zZal, uboga Elica, ko je prisla do vrat, je spoznala, da je pozabila mali zla-
ti kljuéek, in ko je stopila nazaj k mizi, je bila tako maj¢kena, da ni mogla kljuca
dose¢i. Prav dobro je videla skozi steklo, da je klju¢ek na mizi in na vse nacine
je poizkusila splezati na mizo, ali miza je bila preopolzka. Ko se je utrudila po na-
pornih poizkusih, je uboga mala stvarica sedla na tla in jokala.

“Pojdi no, kaj pa pomaga jokati,” si je Elica dejala sama sebi precej strogo.
“Najbolje je, da takoj preneha8.” Po navadi si je ona dajala dobre nasvete (ako-
prav se je redkokdaj ravnala po njih), in viasih se je sama sebe tako okregala, da so
ji prisle solze v o¢i. “Kaj sedaj pomaga,” je mislila uboga Elica, “da bi si domislje-
vala kakor da sem dvojna, ki naj se zmerjam,” ko me je pa komaj dovolj za eno do-
stojno osebo!”



42 MLADINSKI LIST

Kmalu je njeno oko padlo na malo stekleno $katljico pod mizo. Odprla jo je in
v nji je nasla kola¢, na njem pa napisane besede: “Jej me!”, ki so bile prav lepo okra-
Sene z grozdjiem. ‘“No, bom pa jedla,” si je rekla Elica, pa ¢e mi bo storilo, da zra-
stem in doseZem kljué, ali pa ¢e mi bo storilo, da se Se bolj zmanjSsam, da bom tako
drobna, da pod vrati lahko splezam na vrt. Samo da pridem na vrt, drugo me ne
briga.”

Pojedla je malo in si dejala: “Na katero stran?” ter drZala roko na vrhu glave,
da bo obcutila, ako raste. Vsa presene¢ena je bila, kajti ostala je iste velikosti.
To se seveda navadno pripeti vsem ljudem, ki jedo preveé kolacev. Ali Elica je bila
Ze tako navajena nenavadnih stvari, da se ji je zdelo ¢isto umevno, da se bo nekaj
zgodilo.

Lotila se je vsega kola¢a in kmalu vsega pojedla.

(Pride Se.) =

Rabindranath Tagore:

Dom

Sel sem sam po stezi ¢ez polje, ko je solnéni zahod skrival kakor skopuh
svoje poslednje zlato.

Dnevni svit je tonil globlje in globlje v mrak in ovdovela zemlja, katere
zetev je bila pospravljena, je lezala tihotna.

Nenadoma se poZene rezek otroSki glas do neba. Neviden je presekal
temo in pustil sled svoje pesmi v veéerni tiSini.

Deckov dom je stal v vasi kraj planjave, onkraj sladkorjevega trsicja,
skrit v sencah banan in vitkih arekovih palm, kokosovih in temno zele-
nih dzakovih dreves.

Obstal sem za hip na svojem samotnem potu pod svetlobo zvezd in videl sem
pred seboj razprostrto potemnelo zemljo, objemajoco v svojem naroc-
ju nestevilno domov z zibelkami in posteljami, maternimi srei in ve-
¢ernimi svetilkami in z mladimi Zivljenji, radostnimi od radosti, ki ne
ve nié, koliko je svetu vredna.
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Dragi citatelji!

Ker se je bil zadnji mesec Mladinski list
nekoliko preve¢ zakasnil in so zato Vasa
pisma, odgovori na uganke in podobno, ne-
koliko prepozna za to izdajo, zato bodo
tudi odgovori na uganke v januarski izdaji
priobene Sele v prihodnji Stevilki. Isto-
¢asno bodo priobéena vsa zaostala pisma
z reSitvami, tako, da bo vsakdo lahko ve-
del, kdo je resil uganke in kdo ne.

*

Za to izdajo je prislo nenavadno veliko
prispevkov za slovenski del lista. Neka-
teri prispevatelji kar tako dobro pisejo, da
jim skoraj ni treba popravljati. To me
zelo veseli in zelim, da bi vsi nadaljevali.
Naj nihc¢e ne obupa, tudi tisti ne, ki se
tezko izrazi v slovenskem. Pocasi bo Ze
Slo, da se bo vsakdo izmed prispevateljev
ravnotako lahko izrazil v slovenskem kot
v angleskem.

*

Nasi prispevatelji iz Pennsylvanije in
iz drugih krajev, kjer vlada stavka rudar-
jev, piSejo, kako hudo se imajo. To je
res hudo in Slovenska narodna podporna
jednota se dobro zaveda tega, zato pa slo-
venskim druZinam, ki so najbolj prizadete
v tej hudi stavki, tudi pomaga, kolikor
le more. Tako je na primer na zadnji seji
glavni odbor Slovenske narodne podporne
jednote odloéil, da bo poslal v podporo na-
Sim stavkarjem tri tiso¢ dolarjev, kar si-
cer Se ne bo velika pomo¢ (ker nasih stav-
karjev je veliko), ali na8i rudarji bodo
vsaj vedeli, da imajo nekoga za seboj, ki

z njimi ¢uti in jim Zeli najboljSega uspe-
ha. Vazno je, da je ta, ki tako podpira
rudarje, ravno nasa moc¢na Slovenska na-
rodna podporna jednota. Tudi vsa na-
predna drustva S. N. P. J. pridno nabirajo
obleke in denarja za stavkarje.

Mladi ¢itatelji v krajih, kjer ni stavke,
pomagajte pri svojih druStvih nabirat
prispevke za stavkajoce rudarje. Vedite,
da vsa podpora od nadih drustev gre sa-
mo za slovenske rudarje in za ¢lane Slo-
venske narodne podporne jednote.

*

Ce citate Prosveto, ste lahko zapazili
v eni zadnjih uradnih izdaj, da je razpi-
sana zopet velika kampanja za pridobi-
vanje novih ¢lanov Slovenski narodni pod-
porni jednoti. Ta kampanja bo v glav-
nem samo za mlade ¢lane, torej je v ve-
liki meri tudi na vas leZeée, da pridobimo
Slovenski narodni podporni jednoti Se ve-
liko ve¢ naraSfaja. Posebno pa se potru-
dite, mladi ¢lani v okroZjih, kjer je stav-
ka, da s tem dokaZete, da Vam je res za
jednoto, katera si prizadeva Vam poma-
gati. Bodimo vsi za enega in eden za vse,
kakor pravi slovenski pregovor, ki tudi
v Ameriki Se trdno drZi za take ljudi kot
so ¢lani Slovenske narodne podporne jed-

note.
¥

Nadvsem drugim pa Vam priporo¢im
to, da ne pozabite poagitirati za nas8 Mla-
dinski list. Ce veste kje za kako sloven-
sko druzino, ki nima Mladinskega lista,
vzemite s seboj Se to Stevilko in pokazite
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Jim list, poleg tega pa povejte, kako malo
stane. Nihce se Vam ne bo mogel upirati,
da bi se ne naroé¢il. Opozorite vsakogar
posebno na ¢lanke “The Leading Slovene
Authors,” ki jih nameravamo priobéati
skozi vse leto. Recite, da so taki élanki
tudi za odrasle Slovence, ki Se ne poznajo
slovenske literature. Vsi na delo in vsi
porocajte, koliko uspeha ste imeli pri agi-
taciji. Ne pozabite namreé, da bo jednota
tudi v letodnjem letu nagradila tiste pri-
spevatelje za Mladinski list, ki so najbolj
aktivni, in nagrade pa bodo Sle deloma
tudi tistim, ki dobijo najveé naroénikov
za Mladinski list. PiSite torej, koliko ste
jih Ze dobili. UREDNIK.
* % 9

Dragi urednik:

Prav gotovo nisem pricakovala tako krasnega
darilca, za katero se prisréno zahvalim. Proslo
leto sem bila zamudila nekaj mesecev, a mislim,
da bom letos toliko bolj napredovala.

Ali bo v nasem Mladinskem listu kaka izpre-
memba. Veliko je leZefe na nas, mladi é¢lani.
Gledati moramo, da bo Na$ koti¢ek vedno poln:
da bomo napolnili celo sobo, ne samo kotic¢ek.

Olga Zobek, Roundup, Mont.
L * *
Dragi urednik!

Najprvo bom povedala, da sem res prav zado-
voljna z darilom. Jaz sem dobila lep avtoma-
tiéni svinénik z napisom “S. N. P. J. Chicago, IIL”
in dve lepi slovenski knjigi “Drobiz” in “Drobne
pesmi,” Hvala za darila.

Tudi ata in mama sta mi dala lepa darila in
eno izmed daril je knjiga “Walls and Bars,” ki
jo je spisal Mr. Eugene Debs.

Nase druStvo st. 318 je dalo petindvajset do-
larjev za stavkarje v Pennsylvaniji. Ker je bila
seja zadnja v letu, so élani tudi izvolili urad-
nike. Mr. Joe Skoda je predsednik, mr. Joe Zab-
kar tajnik, mr. John Ban pa blagajnik. Decem-
berska Stevilka Mladinskega lista je bila jako za-
nimiva. Moje sestre list ravnotako rade é&itajo
kot jaz. Jennie Fradel, Latrobe, Pa.

* »* *

Ciril Traven v Clevelandu, Ohio, je napisal:

“Upam, da se bom nauéil pravilno pisati slo-
vensko, ker me Mladinski list zelo veseli. Jaz
imam rad uganke. V Soli sem v petem razredu
in se rad uéim. Star sem deset let. Imam brata,
dve sestri, torej nas je vseh v druZini Sest, pa
smo vsi ¢lani; jaz sem &lan Ze devet let.”

* ® -

ZNANI 1ZREK.
Karkoli se komu poljubi, pofenjati z nami sme
vsak: po hrbtu pretepa nas Turek, a v lice nas
bije graséak. Zapisala Anna Rozman.

Dragi urednik!

Lepo se zahvalim drustvu “Pioneers” za mali
dar, ki me spominja na S, N, P, J.

Na Syganu smo imeli lepo zabavo druitva St.
6 S. N. P. J. Igrala je godba. Ko smo se zbrali
vsi otroci, je prisel Miklavz. Kar vriskala sem,
ko sem ga zagledala, ker prej ga nisem §e ni-
koli videla, Par sestric je govorilo po slovensko,
nato pa je mr. Kvarti¢ dejal: Zdaj pa posluh,
bratje in sestre! Govorila bo mlada ¢&lanica nase-
ga mladinskega oddelka. Vse je bilo tiho in po
tem je zacela govoriti neka nasa sestrica. Go-
vorila je tako lepo, da so nekaterim solze prisle
v o¢i. Govorila je ¢isto lepo slovensko.

Stopil je pred nas William Domitrovié, star
kakih sedem ali osem let in je zagodel na har-
moniko. Igral je kot najboljdi muzikant. 0j,
to je bilo lepo! Mr. Kvartié nas je Se peljal v
kolo, da smo plesali. Nikoli ne bom pozabila.
Ko smo dobili darila, je mr. Kvarti¢ se metal
po dvorani “gum,” ki smo ga pobirali, starii pa
so se nam smejali. Tako smo se veselili do dva-
najste ure.

Pozdravljam vse bratce in sestrice,

Anna M. Shaffer.

* - L]

Tony Lekse pise iz Lawrenca, Pa.:

“Moj o¢e Strajka Ze deseti mesec. Obleko smo
Ze vso raztrgali, pa Se ne vemo, kdaj bomo do-
bili novo, ker ofe Se ni¢ ne dela, da bi zasluzil
za naSo obleko. Star sem Stirinajst let in se
zmerom uc¢im slovensko. Napisal bom malo po-
vestico:

“Petelin je zagledal lisico, pa je hitro odletel na
plot.

‘Zleti doli, petelinéek, da se kaj pomeniva,’
mu rede lisica.

‘Potakaj malo, lisica, da vprafam psa, ali naj
zletim,” ji odgovori petelin.

Ko lisica zacuje, da je pes blizu, hitro pobegne

v gozd.”
» * o

Frank Shira, West Brownsville, Pa.:

“Hodim v peti razred in sem star deset let.
V Solo grem rad in nisem e noben dan zamudil.
Vsak Mladinski list, ki ga dobim, shranim in ga
¢itam, Poéasi bom tudi slovensko znal dobro
pisati in ¢itati. Clan sem pri drustva 3t. 398,
ki je drustvo nade jednote v Brownsvillu. Moja
ata in mama sta tudi zraven. Pozdravim vse
Citatelje.”

& & *

Dorothy Rossa piSe iz Clevelanda:

“Kako da se tako malo spomnimo naSega lju-
bega koticka? Ali nas je sram slovensko pisati?
Mene ni ni¢, V Soli nas uéijo: Kolikor ve& znas,
toliko veé veljas, Jaz govorim slovensko naj
bo kjer hote. Pa ne mislite, da govorim zato,
ker sem prisla iz starega kraja. Oj ne, jaz sem
v Ameriki rojena.”
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CAS PRIHAJA.

Cas prihaja. . .

Umetnik vsak je solnéni Zar.

Kaj bil je véeraj svet? Puiéava,
a danes vse v Zivljenju plava.
Povsod, za vse prinasa dar

nas gospodar.

Cas prihaja. . .

Poglejte, bratje, nov gre rod.
Pri¢arale so ga visave

v naro¢je matere narave.

In v varstvo jemlje vse, povsod,
on, nov gospod.

Cas prihaja. . .

Glej, nad zivljenjem plava vran,
Kot prila k nam bi od otoka,
oj mrtva, mrzla, silna roka.
Veselja konec, konec ran

0j, zadnji dan.

Cas prihaja. . .

In kdo zastavi mu korak?
Ne moé zlata in ne daritev,
ne kletve moé in ne molitev.
Noben ne vstavi ga junak,
ne bog, ne vrag.

Cas prihaja. . .

Zivljenja nasega pastir.

Prizene nas. Odkod? 0j, kdo ve.
Prizge nam lu¢, presteje dnove.
Konéana igra, ples in dir:

povsod je mir.

Poslala Frances Kochevar,
West Frankfort, Il
* « L

Dragi urednik!

Z veseljem priéakujem M. L. vsaki mesec, ali
decem, Stevilke se nisem za zastonj veselila, ker
sem videla moje ime med tistimi, kateri smo do-
bili darila. Zelo me veselijo slovenske knjige, v
katerih so lepe povesti in pesmice. Tudi od “Il-
linois Minerja” sem dobila lepo knjigo za darilo.
Toraj lepa hvala za poslane mi knjige. V letu
1928 se bodem zopet kaj oglasila, ako mi bode
¢as dopuséal. Sedaj sem preveé zaposlena s dolo,
ker se moram veliko uéiti.

Frances Kochevar, W. Frankfort, IlL
* » #

Joe Lever pige iz Clevelanda, Ohio:

“V nasi naselbini se dela Slovenska delavska
dvorana. Za uspeh dvorane je Klub slovenskih
Zena napravil veselico. Dvorano postavljajo na
Prince ave. in E. 109. cesti. Slovenska mladina
se zbira na onem kraju, ker ima tam pevske
vaje. Vsi Zelimo dober uspeh.”

Dragi urednik!

Za to leto sem naredil resolucijo, da bom na-
pisal eno pismo vsaki mesec za M. L. Ce bi
vsaki brat in sestra to resolucijo sprejela, DLi
to poveéalo nas list.

Nisem Ze dolgo pisal, ker nisem imel kaj po-
vedati. V decembru sem igral v igri “Diviji lo-
vee,” katero je vprizorilo dramsko drustvo “Ivan
Cankar” v S. N. domu. Ta igra je bila Ze veé-
krat predstavljena na slovenski oder., Na tej
predstavi je bilo veliko ljudi.

Ker nisem v prejinjih pismih ni¢ o sebi pove-
dal, bom pa sedaj. Jaz sem Stirinajst let star
in hodim v “Empire Jr. High.” V februarju bom
zadel moje deveto leto v tej Soli in sem v prvi
vrsti. Imam tudi brata in njegovo ime je Stanko
ali Stanley, ki tudi hodi v isto Solo kot jaz, am-
pak on je dvanajst let star in v sedmem razredu
in v drugi vrsti—Pozdrav vsem C¢itateljem.

Frank Somrak ml.

L ] * L
Anna Traven piSe prvi dopis iz Clevelanda, O.:

“Hodim v Sestega in hodim rada, ker imam do-
bro uéiteljico. Tu imam uganko, ée jo more kdo

resiti: ‘Z R sem potrebna pri delu, z M sem
potrebna pri jelu)! Pozdravim vse &itatelje.”
@ E L
SMESNICA.

Neko¢ je bila Storklja, ki je ves dan
hodila ob bregu reke. Zagleda zabo in z
dolgim kljunom zamahne po njej, toda
kljun se ji globoko zapiéi v blato.

Pocéakajte, da izvlece kljun iz blata, po-
tem se povest nadaljuje.

®

UGANKE

15
Osaben, ohol, postopam okol’
med svojim ljudstvom s prijetnim ¢uv-
stvom.
A meni§, da imam kraljevski prestol?
2:
Neznatna sem stvarca,
koristna ljudem.
mladic¢a in starca
preplasiti vem.
A kogar okoljem,
je od mene na boljem.
3.
Od vrha do tal me je trebuh okrogel.
Vodico in vino sem pil, kar sem mogel,
a nikdar prek mere! Take sem vere,
da vsekdar povrnem do zadnjega kanca.
Kje meni podobnega vidi¥ pijanca.
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The Leading Slovene Authors

Fran Erjavec
(1834—1887)

HE FAMOUS SLOVENE naturalist and educator, Fran Erjavee, was born in
Ljubljana in 1834, and after an eventful and extremely fruitful life, died in Go-
rica in 1887, in the presence of his beloved wife, and Rev. Gregoréié. His life is at
once tragic and happy one, depending upon the particular experiences that one con-
siders. In his early age he lost both his parents; whereupon his kind-hearted grand-
mother took care of him.

Erjavec acquired his elementary education in Ljubljana public school and gym-
nasium, which, of course, were conducted in German rather than in Slovene lan-
guage. As a student, Erjavec was very active in the Slovene affairs. In fact,
we are told that he was one of the most influential participants in the discussions,
which the students carried on in their more or less informal group, “Vaje.” That
he was a gifted man is evident from the fact that his story, written at the age of
twenty-two, was not only received with a general enthusiasm on the part of the
Slovene reading public, but it was also translated into Serbian and German languages.
In this story Erjavec’s genius in observation and his masterful art of narration are
already apparent.

The school expense being too heavy for his grandmother to meet, Erjavec was
forced to earn a part of his expense during his spare hours by assisting a naturalist,
who was then working at SiSka, a suburb of Ljubljana, in collecting and classifying
various animals, birds, and insects. In this manner, he learned a great deal about
them; and at the same time, he met some of the leading naturalists of the time. As
a consequence of his association both with the animals themselves and with the nat-
uralists, with whom he used to go out to the country in search of bugs and other
species, his native interest and love for animals was developed to the degree that he
determined to specialize in the natural sciences.

After he graduated from the Ljubljana Gymnasium, he went to the Vienna
University to specialize in the natural sciences: biology—the study of animal and
plant life, and their characteristic phenomena; chemistry: the study of composition
and changes of substances; physics: the study of laws and properties of matter, and
of the forces acting upon it (gravitation, heat, magnetism, electricity)—in short, the
study of natural philosophy; and geology: the study of the earth-formation, its min-
eral composition, and its transformation. But Erjavec did not limit himself to the
academic activities only; on the contrary, he was very active in the Vienna “Jugoslav
Club,” where he once served as its president.
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When he passed his general examination at the university, he spent another
year in Vienna, teaching there in a gymnasium, in order to meet all the require-
ments for the eligibility to teach in gymnasiums and universities. And in 1860 he
began to teach in Zagreb Gymnasium, where he spent the following eleven years.
From Zagreb, Croatia, he was transferred to Gorica, where he remained for the
rest of his days, teaching in Gorica Gymnasium, and in the normal schools for men
and for women., The fact that he was allowed to teach in Gorica made him very
happy, because most of the students there were Slovenes, and because he could as-
sociate with one of his best friends, who happened to be also one of the greatest Slo-
vene poets—Simon Gregoréic.

Although Erjavec was an accomplished
teacher, loved and respected by his col-
leagues as well as by his students, his great-
est contributions both to our nation and to
humanity at large were made in three oth-
er fields, each of which must be treated
apart from his professional activities—the
teaching. Internationally, Erjavee attained
a world-wide fame in his original research
work; as it is well expressed by the fact
that his name shall be recorded as long as
the biological science itself shall last (It
is customary among the modern zoologists
to honor a discoverer of a new species by
attaching his name to one of the scientific
names of the species discovered), and by
the fact that he was made a member of

the “Societé malacologique de la Belgique,” R :
and also a member of the “Jugoslav Acade- o GRS
my of Science and Art.” These honors are dfm [S,/'.ac AN
rare even among the scholars of the great _M’AC":?

nations, who are at leisure and have at o834 * 9857

their disposal the works of the entire world
—a thing that small nations, even if they
are free in all respects, cannot afford.
Only with these facts in mind it is possible to appreciate the genius and the en-
ormous accomplishment of this man.

The second field in which Erjavec accomplished another monumental work is
literary. Prior to his writing there was no such a thing as naturalistic (describing
nature, animals, and their relations to men) literature in the Slovene language. It
was he who opened the wonders of the beauty of nature to the ordinary folks of Slo-
venia by his creation of some of our immortal literature, which is characterized by
fluency, vividness and sincerity that has not been surpassed till the present. To read
his “Zaba” (The Frog), “Rak” (The Crab), “Domaée in tuje Zivali” (The Native and
Foreign Animals) is to experience the same joy and thrill that the author experi-
enced, when he was observing them. He treats the scientific material in the sim-
plest, yet in the most interesting fashion; for it is literary rather than strictly scien-
tific production. During his extensive travel, especially through our country, Erja-
vec learned not only the beauties and seerets of our hills and valleys, but also the
hearts of our peasant people, whom he describes in his “Na kraski zemlji,” “Augu-

Fran Erjavec.
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stin Ocepek,” and “Potopisi” so skillfully that nature and human nature are brought
into an organic harmony, that only a literary genius and a master of the subject can
portray. His style, unlike that of Stritar, is vivid, moving swiftly from point to
point with an ever increasing interest. He does not follow strictly the rules of the
language; but uses the expression of the ordinary folks, which he learned from them
during his hunting for snails. It is impossible to give justice to a man like him in so
short a space; but the reader may go into the source itself, which, we feel, will more
than bear us out in the analysis.

Erjavec’s highest service rendered to our nation, however, is neither literary
nor scientific. It is in laying the foundation for the schools to be taught in the Slo-
vene language—a thing that some of the greatest Slovenes of all vocations spent their
entire lives in striving to attain. In those days natural sciences were not developed
to the degree that they are to-day; and this was felt especially by the small na-
tions. Even the greatest nations, like English, French, and German, had but little
material that could be regarded as strictly scientifie, for biology and even chemis-
try, though to a lesser degree, were still in the making. Austria tried to prevent
teaching in Slovene, under the pretext that there are no scientific textbooks in Slo-
vene. To counteract these pretensions Erjavec took upon himself the task of writing
a series of textbooks in Slovene, and before long he published a text on biology, one
on botany, one on somatology, and he was preparing to publish one on physies, which,
however, he gave up, because others werc already writing it. Next, he turned his
attention to the cooperation with other Slovene scholars in the creation of a Slovene
scientific terminology. Moreover, he translated various scientific works into Slo-
vene; and, at the same time, collected materials for further research. But even this
was not all; for many Slovene scholars were seeking his advice in both national and
literary matters and, above all, he was onc of the founders of the Slovene Dramatic
Association, and other educational institutions.

Fran Erjavec was not only a famous scientist, an excellent author, a great ed-
ucator, a loyal Slovene, and an extensive traveler; he was, above all, a man, a good
friend, a faithful husband, a loving father, and a firm Christian through his entire
life—he was a man of an unreproachable character. Whether in the classroom, or on
the field, hunting for snails, or in a heated debate on some national or scientific
problem, he was always balanced. There is no need for divorcing his conduct from
his educational, literary, or scientific accomplishments; for he was one and the same
person wherever he was. The best picture of his character is presented in his own
words, which he wrote to his friend, Ivan Tavéar:

“Niste prav posluSali, ako ste povzeli, da se po mojem mnenju sme nas
narod opisovati samo s solnéne strani. Kaj takega trditi ni mi pridlo nikoli
na misel, in naravnost nespametno in celo $kodljivo bi bilo, ako bi pisatelj
prikrival ali celo tajil slabosti, katerih ima, Zal, tudi na$ narod v obilju. Ali
vsaka stvar ima svojo mejo in meja tukaj mora biti resnica. Te meje pi-
satelj ne sme prekoraditi, in ¢im jo je prestopil, postane spis neresniéen, pre-
tiran, prisiljen.”
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Fran Erjavec:

Na kraski zemlji’

Letosnje spomladi se me je polastila
Zelja za potovanje. Mlado leto se je res
Se borilo z zimo, ali to me ni moglo zadr-
zevati. Sel sem, kakor se poje v narodni
pesmi, Sel sem

éez tri gore zelene,
¢ez tri vode studene

ter sem prisSel na trda kraska tla. Neke-
ga dne sem zZe ve¢ ur v tezkih Skornjih
tolkel po skalnatih tleh. Kraj je bil ne-
kam pust, rekel bi, prazen, dan ¢emeren
in dremoten. Megla je bila padla na mor-
je, nebo je bilo pa prek in prek zastrto
liki s sivo plahto in jelo se je mraciti, dasi
je ura kazala Sele Stiri ¢ez poldne. Ne-
hote sem =zacel hitreje stopati med ne-
skon¢nimi, iz sivega apnenca zlozenimi
ogradami.2? Pred menoj se je vzdigoval
sirok hrbet golih reber, pod njim je bilo
po pohojenem kamenju poznati slabo ste-
z0, ko pa se po njej popnem na razbreg
ugledam pod seboj prijetno dolino, pre-
mrezeno z vinskimi trtami, a oka v tej
mrezi so bila zadelana z brstno, kakor
smaragd zeleno ozimino,® konec polja pa
je stala velika, skoro trgu podobna vas.
Radostno je plavalo oko po krasnem zele-
nilu, ki je ugajalo tembolj, ker je bilo oko
utrujeno od sive enoli¢nosti.

Mrak se je Ze lovil okoli ostresij,* ko
sem dospel v vas. Lavorjev venec,® vi-
se¢ ob zidu najlepSe hiSe, mi je bil kaZi-
pot, kajti medli Zelodec je postajal ¢eme-
ren kakor vreme in treba ga je bilo zopet
nekoliko odobrovoljiti. Kmalu sem sedel

1) Na kraski zemlji: Kras: A portion of Slo-
venia, now under Italy, characterized by being
heavily covered by lime stone and sparsome cul-
tivation.

2) — iz sivega apnenca zloZenimi ograjami:
with the gray limestone wall enclosures.

3) Ozimina: winter crop.

4) Mrak se je Ze lovil okoli ostresij: Mracilo
se je Ze.

5) Lavorjev venec: laurel wreath, used for in-
dicating the town’s inn.

na klopci pri dobrodejnem ognju. MoZje,
ki so imeli zasedene najlepie prostore, so
se radovolino zmeknili in gospodinja je
hitela ugajati mojim potrebam.
Primorci® stavijo svoja bivaliséa dru-
gacte nego mi, dalje za njimi v dezeli sta-
nujoci. Kar je pri nas “izba” s castitlji-
vo velikansko pegjo, to je njim “hisa” z
velikim, kake tri pedi od tal vzdignjenim
ognjiséem, na katerem gori ogenj skoro
veninven. Na samem ognjiscu stoje niz-
ke klopi ob treh obzidanih straneh, samo
prednja stran je prosta, Ondi se suée £20-
spodinja, in da more laze do kozic in lon-
cev in do kotla nad ognjem, je ognjiice
izrezano spredaj v polkolobarju, kar po-
sebno ustreza debelu$nim gospodinjam.
Na ognjis¢u stoji Se Zelezno zglavie, ka-
mor naslanjajo polena, da lepSe gore. Ve-
likanske roéice na zglavju so zgoraj tako
izdelane, da vanje lahko postavi§ buéo vi-
na. To ognjisée je sredisée, okoli katere-
ga se vse zbira. Okoli njega se vrti Pri-
morcu velik kos Zivljenja. Tu se najraje
gnete mladina, pa tudi Zivali, psi in madc-
ke, zlasti pozimi, ko nikjer drugod ni bla-
godejne topline. Zato bo tudi vsakemu
doumno, zakaj prihaja po teh krajih to-
liko otrok v nesreco pri ognju. Tu si go-
spodar poéije po truda polnem delu, tu
nekoliko popestuje najmlajSega, tu si pri-
povedujejo novice in pravljice v dolgih
zimskih veéerih, izkratka: Primorcu je
domace ognjiS¢e v resnici to, kar je nam
drugim samo v preneSenem smislu, v po-
dobi. V “hisi” ni druge oprave nego mi-
ze, stoli in kaka omara, po stenah pa je
razobesenega vse polno medenega in kosi-
ternega posodovja, ki se mora vedno sve-
titi kakor solnce. S to posodo se ponada
pridna gospodinja. Po drugi strani so
dolge police. Po njih je razstavljena vsa-
kovrstna porcelanasta posoda, sklede in
skledice, pladnji in Se drugo, ¢emur Se

6) Primorci: Slovenes inhabiting Northeastern
Adriatic coast,
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imena ne vem, vse razvrs¢eno lepo po ve-
likosti in obliki. Vse skupaj pa stori, da
se ta primorska “hiSa” ¢loveku hitro pri-
kupi in se ¢uti v njej domacega.

Tudi jaz sem se hitro sprijaznil z njo.
K temu je gotovo tudi mnogo pripomoglo
¢uda dobro krasko vino, ¢rno, mastno vi-
no, ljubko v ustih, zdravo v Zelodcu. Pra-
vi teran!? Prav ¢util sem, kako mi gre
v zile in kako se ugodno razlezava po Zi-
votu. MoZem, sedelim kraj mene, se je
zdelo kaj dobro, ko sem po pravici pohva-
lil to njih boZjo kapljo. “Vince kakor
mleko,” se oglasi eden, “Bog mi tega ne
Stej v greh, ali e na smrtni postelji bi ga
pil.” Mozje so bili zadovoljni, da sem se
podal v govor, kajti hudo jih je imelo, da
bi zvedeli, kdo sem, kaj sem in odkod. Ni-
so mogli umeti, ¢emu hodim po teh kra-
jih, ako ni¢esar ne skupujem, niti zemlje
ne merim niti orgelj ne popravljam, ker
sem rekel, da jih ne.

Ze izprva, ko sem vstopil, sem opazil po
hisi neko nenavadno Zivahnost, ki je z
no¢jo postajala tem vecja. Tudi pripra-
ve na ognjis¢u in okoli ognjisfa so se mi
zdele za navaden vecer prevelike. Ravno
sem hotel vprasati, ¢emu vse to, kar se za-
¢uje od nekod ubrano petje. Na moje
vprasanje, kaj je s tem petjem, doznam,
da imajo domaci pevei poskuSnjo za no-
coj$njo “besedo.”” Ne vem, s kaksno no-
vico bi me bil mogel tisti vecer kdo bolj
razveseliti, nego me je oveselila vest o
“besedi” na kraskih tleh. Ze zdavnaj sem
si bil Zelel prisostvovati “besedi,” ki ni
osnovana po sploSnem kopitu® takih ve-
selic v nadih mestih in trgih, ki so si vse
podobne kakor jajce jajeu.

Vretje v hidi je bilo vse veéje in velje.
Prifel je tudi gospod Zupnik, sivolas, su-
hoten moz, ¢érnikastega obraza, Zivih o€l
in Segave govorice, ki je za vsakega imel
prijazno ali 8aljivo besedo. Na moj poziv
prisede k meni in za¢ne se pogovor, kakor
je navaden pri neznanih ljudeh, ki se pr-

7) — teran: one of the most delicious wines,
which is produced in a small section of Kras.

8) — po splosnem kopitu: in a general man-
ner.

vikrat vidijo. Govorica pa kmalu ozivi,
ko zasukneva na narodno polje, na njih
¢italnico in nocojsnjo “besedo.” Iz njego-
vih besedi sem povzel, da je on ¢italnici
dusni ofe in umni voditelj. Zvedel sem
tudi, da je danasnje “besede” dohodek na-
menjen v korist dvema sirotama, kateri-
ma je posulo ofeta kamenje v ‘“velikem
lomu”® pri morju. PriSel je tudi uéitelj,
ki je naznanil Zupniku, da je vse v redu.
Nato vstane Zupnik in na njegov poziv vsi
drugi, sama gospodinja z deklo je ostala
pri ognjiscéu.

Po nekih vegastih stopnicah pridemo
do vrat, pred katerimi je sedel pri majhni
mizici star, ¢astitljiv moZ. PoloZiv§i pre-
denj svoj obol'® vstopimo v velik, za silo
razsvetljen prostor, katerega je bilo pa ob-
¢instvo do malega Ze napolnilo, stari in
mladi, moski in Zenske, vse vprek. “Dvo-
rani” se je pac videlo, da je stavbenik ni
namenil za hram modricam, toda vse, kar
bi bilo moglo koga motiti, je bilo umetno
prikrito z raznimi preprogami, grbi, za-
stavami in napisi; a vse to kakor tudi
pro¢elje gledaliSkega odra je bleSéalo v
belomodrorde¢ih barvah. Vse narodno!
Po sredi so bile postavljene dolge klopi,
spredaj pa tudi stoli raznih barv in raz-
nega dela. Klopi so bile vse zasedene, ne-
kaj stolov spredaj pa je bilo pripravljenih
za zupnika in za nas, ki smo prisli v nje-
govi druzbi. Jaz sem sedel nekoliko na
stran, tako da sem lahko videl na oder,
obenem pa imel tudi prost pogled po ob-
¢instvu. Kmalu potem, ko posedemo, se
zaéne zagrinjalo na odru, sicer malo ne-
rodno in pocéasi, motati navzgor. Pred
nami stoji kakih dvanajst pevcev, vedino-
ma kmecki mladeni¢i in mladi moZje, pa
tudi kaplan je bil med njimi in Se dva ali
trije v gosposkih suknjah. V obéinstvu,
ki pa Ze tudi prej ni bilo preglasno, je
nastala zdaj tiSina kakor v cerkvi pred
pridigo. Izmed pevcev stopi eden—bil je
uéitelj—za korak naprej, pogleda po pev-
cih, zamahne z roko in iz krepkih grl za-
grmi na§ “Naprej,” katerega, dasi ni vel

9) — v velikem lomu: in the large quarry.
10) — obol: a small Greek coin.
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nov, ¢lovek Se zmerom rad slisi, ako ga
pojo tako obéuteno in navduseno, kakor
so ga ta vecer peli Krasevei. Pevei izpo-
jo. Ploskanja in klicanja ni konca ni kra-
ja. Morali so ga ponoviti, a zdaj niso peli
sami pevci, pelo je tudi obéinstvo po dvo-
rani. V tem pa ni bilo ni¢ narejenega,
prislo je kar samo po sebi. Nekdo izmed
poslusalcev je zacel bolj potihoma, drugi
za njim in tako naprej, kmalu je vrselo
in donelo po vsej dvorani.

Po petju je nastal daljsi presledek, kaj-
ti sedaj je bila na vrsti igra, za katero je
bilo na odru treba veéjih priprav. Igrali
so burko “Dva prijatelja.” Igralei so sto-
rili poSteno svojo dolznost, nekateri celo
nepri¢akovano dobro. Toda bolj nego igra
in predstavljalei me je zanimalo obéinstvo.
Tako hvaleznih posluSalcev bi Zelel vsem
glumeem.) Ne samo vsak dovtip, vsak
smeSen polozaj, temveé vsaka beseda, ki
je cikala le kolickaj na S$aljivo, je bila
sprejeta s trzajo¢im veseljem. Ne dale¢
od mene je sedel majhen, dobro rejen moz
drobnih o¢i in na kratko ostrizenih las.
Ta moZ se je neprenehoma tako glasno in
od srca smejal, da sem ga v resnici zavi-
dal. V roki je drzal velik rde¢ robec, ki
je bil nazadnje Ze ves premocen, ker si je
z njim brisal oéi, ki so bile veninven za-
lite s solzami.

S petjem, ki je sledilo Se po igri, se mi
je “beseda’” na Krasu prikupila, ker je vse,
kar se je predstavljalo, govorilo in pelo,
bilo primerno poslusajotemu obéinstvu.
Zadnji glasovi poslednje pesmi so nam Se
zveneli po dudi, ko stopi pred nas ljubez-
njiva prikazen, ki si je osvojila vsa srca
na prvi mah, Se preden je odprla usta.
Bila je to vitka deklica cvetotega obraza,
z globelicama na licih. Dve tezki kiti ko-
stanjevih las je imela liki krono oviti
okrog glave, a iz lepih, mirno gledajoc¢ih
o¢i ji je sijala nedolznost. Deklamovala
je Boris Miranovo “Turki na Slevici.” Iz-
prva se ji je glas malo tresel, stavke je
izgovarjala preve¢ presekano, ali Ze pri
drugi kitici se je ojunacila, jasno in ¢isto
s0 ji vrele dobro naglaSene vrstice iz zgo-

11) — glumcem: glumci: actors,

51

vornih ust in besede pesnikove, prihaja-
joce iz obéutnega srca, so zadele tudi pra-
ve strune v srcih posluSalcev. Od kitice
do kitice je raslo zanimanje v obéinstvu,
in ko je deklica konéala, je strmelo Se ne-
kaj c¢asa in cakalo. Kaj takega bi bilo
menda poslusalo ves veder. Ko pa dekli-
ca, lahko priklonivsi se, odstopi, zagrmi
dvorana od gluSecega ploskanja, ki ni ho-
telo ponehati, preden se ni deklica zopet
pokazala.

Po sporedu je v dvorani nastalo vretje
kakor v panju, ki se pripravlja na roj.
Ob¢instvo se namreé ni razhajalo, temveé
je ostalo pri skupni vederji. Nekateri so
razmikali klopi, drugi so iz nekega stran-
skega hrama prinasali velikanske mize, in,
Se preden si se prav zavedel, kaj se tu
pripravlja, se je izpremenila gledaliséna
dvorana v gostilnico. Razvri¢eni ob dol-
gih mizah smo zdaj sedeli in na opomin
gospoda zupnika, da nismo pti¢i, ki zive
ob petju, smo segali po peceni teletini in
tele¢jih stegnih, po prasi¢jih kra¢ah in
ple¢ih in po drugih dobrotah, ki nam jih
je posiljala gospodinja, mati Zupanja. In
zopet se oglasi Zupnik, meneé, da je na
Krasu vse dobro razen vode, da torej mo-
ramo zalivati s ¢rno boZjo kapljico, kar
smo tudi vestno izvrsevali.

Po vecerji pa zopet petje. Pesem se je
vrstila za pesmijo: “Po jezeru,” “Luna
sije,” “Pridi Gorenjc,” “Otok bleski” in
tako dalje brez konca in kraja. Zdaj je
pelo vse—moSki in Zenske—Kkar je le zna-
lo usta odpirati. Petje—nekaj pa tudi vi-
no—nas je vse ¢udno ugrelo; zdelo se mi
je, da se je vsaka pesem pela bolje od
prejSnje. Vse je bilo zadovoljno, vse ve-
selo.

Na ob¢no prosSnjo je deklamovalka zo-
pet stopila na oder. Deklamovala je Jenkov
“Zadnji vecer.” Malo ¢udno! Kaj ne! To
bi bila pesem za petje, pa ne za deklama-
cijo; kratka je in tako preprosta, porece
morebiti ta ali oni. Tudi jaz sem tako ne-
kako mislil, ali morem vam zagotoviti, da
je naredila ta preprosta pesem na to ob-
¢instvo globok vtisk. Uspeh je bil popoln.
Pri isti mizi, skoro nasproti meni je se-
dela deklica ¢udnega obli¢ja. Njo je de-
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klamacija posebno zanimala. Vsa v ¢udu
je nepremi¢no strmela v deklamovalko,
Ta listek tako prav’,
da cesar ga bo vzel.

Zdajei ji ¢elo potemni, pobesi glavo, te-
Zek vzdih se ji ukrade iz prsi, okoli ust
il nekaj zaigra in roka kradoma otre tez-
ko selzo.

Sam Bog nebeski ve,
kdaj osem let bo prec.

Kaj jo je moglo tako uzaliti? Morebiti
je vse to, kar se pripoveduje tu v pesmi,
7e izkusilo njeno srce. Genilo jo je mor-
da, ko je videla samo sebe opisano v pes-
mi, in vsemu svetu je zdaj znano to, cesar
ni nikomur razodela, zaklenivsi vso to teZ-
ko bridkost v svoje srce.

Neverjetno hitro je bezal ¢as, kladivo
je ze bilo “trudne pozne ure.”'*) Teda)
se oglasi zopet zupnik: “Zdaj pa Se zapoj-
mo naSo staro pesem!” Radovedno sem
¢akal, kaj bo. Zupnik poprime svojo pa-
lico, pogleda po omizjih, zamahne in ka-
kor iz enega grla zagrmi: “Hej Slovani,
nasa re¢ slovanska zivo klije.”” Zaston)

bi iskal besed, da popiSsem obcutke, ki so .

mi ta trenutek polnili duso. Redkokdaj
se je ta pesem pela bolj ognjeno, bolj na-
vduSeno nego tisti veéer na Krasu. Tako
po priliki je nekdaj utegnilo biti, ko smo
se pred mnogimi leti prijatelji, ki so nas
vezala enaka leta in enako domoljubje, da-
le¢ od doma v tujem svetu zbirali v veselo
druzbo. Ali kje je zdaj tisti mladeni8ki
ogenj, kje je tista svet podirajofa sila,
kje so prijatelji? Najbolj$§i med njimi,

12) — kladivo je Ze bilo ‘“‘trudne pozne ure”:
the clock struck its lonely late hours.

ki so ostali zvesti sami sebi in sveti stva-
ri, odhajajo drug za drugim v dezelo, od-
koder ni izhoda. Clovek je res kaplja na
veji, dim nad streho.’® A drugi? Srce
me boli, ko jih vidim. Nezvesti vzorom
svoje mladosti, zaduSivsi v sebi vse blage
Cute, ki ¢loveka veZejo na dom in rod, slu-
zijo samo svojemu trebuhu, uklanjajo se
sirovemu uspehu in poljubljajo Sibo, ki jih
tepe. Se ve¢! Tujcu se prodajo za birida.
Sin tepe svojo mater. O kako to boli, ka-
ko to skeli.

S to pesmijo je prikipela veselica do
vrhunca. Matori*) gostje, med njimi je
bil tudi gospod Zupnik, so se jeli razha-
jati, in tudi jaz, ki sem bil nekoliko tru-
den od dolgega pota, sem moral misliti na
pocitek. Spalnica mi je bila Ze pripravlje-
na in sicer prav blizu dvorane, odkoder se
je Se dolgo razlegala glasna huka in buka.
Na pol ze v spanju sem ¢ul Skripajoco
godbo in zraven neko ¢udno drsanje. Mla-
di svet se je spustil v plesove. Kar je
meni znano, se ne plese nikjer na Sloven-
skem toliko kakor na Primorskem. Ve-
selica brez plesa je v teh krajih menda
nemogoca. PleSe pa se s tako vztrajnost-
jo in pozrtvovalnostjo, ki bi jo videl jaz
rajsi kje drugje.

Drugo jutro sem pa zopet vzel palico v
roke in pot pod noge ter sem se obrnil v
stran, odkoder prihaja burja.!®)

13) Clovek je kaplja na veji, dim na streho: A
man is like a drop on the twig, he vanishes like
smoke.

14) Matori: bolni: sick.

15) — burja: a strong northeastern wind in
Kras, which prevents sometimes the traffic on
the roads and even takes the soil from the fields.

THE OLD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN

THE OLD MAN of the mountain,
Sits on his perch so high,

He sits there gray and dismal,
And watches the birds fly by.

Soon he will crack,

He’s so old and gray,

He never smiles or ever is gay,
But he sits on his perch so high,
And watches the birds go flying by.
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WHEN WINTER COMES

A ROBIN said: The Spring will never come,
And I shall never care to build again.
A Rose Bush said: These frosts are wearisome,
My sap will never stir for sun or rain.
The Half Moon said: These nights are fogged and slow,
I neither care to wax nor care to wane.
The Ocean said: I thirst from long ago,
Because Earth's rivers cannot fill the main.

When Springtime came red Robin built a nest
And trilled a lover’s song in sheer delight.
Grey hoar frost vanished, and the Rose with might
Clothed her in leaves and buds of crimson core.
The dim Moon brightened. Ocean sunned his crest,
Dimpled his blue, yet thirsted evermore,

Christina Rossetti.

A Japanese Painting: Springtime.
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Peter

ETER made an abrupt entry into my life. One morning there was a telephone

call from a friend. She wanted to hear if I knew of anyone who would give a
good home to a cream pure-bred English sheepdog, very tempestuous, only seven
months old. I said, of course, that T would. Soon Peter was dragged into the cot-
tage, and we were left to make friends with each other.

I sat down at my desk. So far my new dog had not vouchsafed me one look.
He had seen too many strange faces lately for one more to count, had passed through
some weeks of misery which had almost driven him mad. The two ladies who had
brought him had found him chained in a field without food or water.

I began writing, and Peter began a restless sniff-sniff and march round. He
spent an hour thus, panting like a steam-engine, taking not the slightest notice of
me. Round and round the little room, under the tunnel of my big flag table, he
went, like one demented. At the end of the hour I spoke to him, tried again to
make friends. He flouted me, and set off once more on his march round. Two
hours later he sat down for five minutes, and the steam shut off. But only for
five minutes.

I gave him his supper in my fingers. Then I sat down again, and Peter began
sniffing again, After some coaxing he followed me up the strange stairs, and be-
gan a new voyage of discovery which lasted till dawn. I got about two hours’ sleep
that night. The next was a little less disturbed. By the time the third came Peter
had accepted me and had become delightfully fond.

He was the first dog I had owned. Others I had stored. He could never know
what it was to me when he began to accept me as a friend. I think he divided the
world into two halves—himself and me and our house, and that which was not him-
self and me and our house. There were days when he would follow me to and fro
untiringly, hour after hour. He was like a thousand live wires. The rooms seemed
full of a delightful vitality, as if a separate Peter dwelled in each. It was impossi-
ble to get angry with him. If he stopped me to chew my shoelace, and I told him
to lie down, he obeyed; but his idea of lying down was to sit down and offer me his
paw with his head casually on one side, an adorable trick he never lost.

Peter’s lead was a strong leading-rein which had been used for the pony. No
ordinary dog lead was any good. Our walks were not unmixed pleasure for him as
he had to be trained to keep to heel, and the best way of teaching him was to give
him a touch with a riding-crop. He was extraordinarily intelligent and rarely needed
telling anything twice, except to keep to heel.

He was happy if given a little basket or a stick to carry. There was one day
when I loosened the leading-rein and set him free. He came back time after time
to beg to carry the crop. At last I gave it him. We were going down a rough, steep
slope where heavy grass hid the unevenness of the land. Peter bounded off in a
fever of delight, and, the joy of stick-carrying going to his head, he put on speed till
he looked like a large frenzied wool ball. Every hair seemed to be bounding with
him, as if it had feet. He set his pads in an unseen furrow, went down on his nose,
and turned a double somersault before he could find his feet again. But he held
the crop all the time. I have it still, and it is nearly bitten through.

He had a passion for playing tug-of-war. After he had chewed up all the old
shoes in the house I gave him a broken stirrup leather for his own. He would come
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to my desk, look. at me, and sit up. I would harden my heart. After five minutes or
30 he would paw my knee and sit up a little higher, begging. When those little tricks
became irresistible and I glanced his way he would cock his head slightly on one
side for a full look, then dart for his strap and bring it to me to play tug-of-war.

Upstairs he learned to be quiet. But some mornings, generally when the south-
west wind came in through the open window, bringing scents of field and wood, he
would get restless. I would be aware of something touching the bed, and would open
my eyes to see Peter sitting motionless, his eyes on my face. His joy at seeing me
again was always new and tumultuous. There was one such morning when he had
wakened me at dawn. I was drowsily sitting on my bed, dangling my feet, wonder-
ing if T would get up or not. Peter had exhausted his first Good-morning transport,
flopped down, and waited. To while away the time he began gently licking the toe
of the foot nearest him. After that I could not do anything but get up. We had
a wild scamper in the moist woods, with the Sun coming up behind the trees.

I had had Peter a few weeks. One morning he was stupid and disobedient, and
received some attention from the bitten erop. I was hurt and dismayed at his be-
havior. In my ignorance I did not know that dawning distemper was numbing his
faculties. He went off and lay down in the hall. I called for him, and there was
no reply. I went out. He got up slowly and came to me, his back curiously arched,
and then sat down and held out his paw, his face averted. It was as much as to say,
“This is all I can do.” It was the last time I could go down on the rug and put my
arms round his head.

The next day I got in a man who is famous in these parts for treatment of dogs.
He said Peter was sickening for acute distemper, and being young and big and pure
bred it would go hardly with him. He gave him the usual medicine. All night Peter
Was sick. I did not go to bed. For three nights I did not go to bed. We fought
the terrible disease with everything in human power. I fed him with a spoon, pour-
Ing drops of beaten egg and the like into the little pouch of lip at the side of the
mouth. His gentleness and patience were part of my misery.

The fourth night T gave him up. T knew he could not live, but I spent the last
Watch with him downstairs. Daylight came. I prepared for a journey I was ob-
liged to make. I went into the room for the last time. He turned and looked at me,
his breath coming in gasps. I think he knew he was dying, and was begging me not
to go. It was a woebegone little head. I left him there, and the picture of that
last look glued itself on my sight and got in the way of fields and trees.

It was late when I arrived home. Kind hands had carried what was left of
Peter into a garden shed. I went upstairs through the lonely house, and as I looked
out of my window I seemed to look for him. Where is that little wisp of spirit gone,
that radiant bit of life, that something so happy and so humble and so lovable? A
dear child who came in to comfort me said that Peter had gone to the Dog Star. She
knew several dogs on the Dog Star, and there was a little white goat which had gone
to the Milky Way.

If there should be any means of reaching the Dog Star I should like to send

4 message to Peter. I should like to tell him I have not forgotten. He has left a

Sore place in memory that only time can heal. At first I could have wished I had

ot known him, but now I can remember the joy he gave me, and all other dogs are a

i’)tile dearer because sometimes, faintly, like the echo of a song, they remind me of
eter, X.
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How the Hoopoe Got Its Golden Collar

English naturalists do not understand the mysteries of bird migra-
tion, nor do they know why the hoopoe wears a ring of golden feathers
round his neck, but any child in Arabia could tell them.

As the brown-skinned children watch these birds setting off on their
autumn journey, they say: “Look, they are off on their pilgrimage. They
are going to Mecca, to pray at the shrine of Mohammed. O, the birds
are very pious! Every year they make the journey, and that is why we
never see them again till the spring.”

About the hoopoe they tell this story. King Solomon loved these
birds, and as a mark of his favor he decreed that every hoopoe should
wear a golden crown round its neck. For a time the hoopoes were very
proud of their splendid collars, but soon they flew to the great king’s pal-
ace and begged him to take the erowns back.

“Greedy men hunt and kill us for the sake of stealing the golden
crowns,” they told the king. “Half of our kinsmen are slain already,
and soon we shall all be destroyed unless you take away your golden gift,
O King!”

Solomon was wroth with the covetousness of mankind; and he deter-
mined to give the birds a gift no one could steal, so he turned the crowns
into circlets of golden feathers, and the hoopoes wear them to this day.

A Statuette from the
Ancient Egypt.
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Josip Stritar:

The Wranglers

Martin Slivar.
Gertrude, his wife.
Georgie, their son.
Luke Ozimek.

B3

SCENE ONE.

*

Gertrude. Why should I bother with asking you about the case; for if you
should tell me that it was good, your face would express the opposite.

Martin. Well, the case hasn’t been decided yet.

Gertrude. It would be nice, though, if it were, regardless in whose favor.
Martin, I admit, you are the master here; your word is decisive. But you may
be advised and entreated. This unfortunate patch of land will, 1 fear, eventually
prove disastrous to us. How much money has already gone to the court and the
lawyer! Twice as much and more than the land is actually worth. Let it go, let
him have it, in order to have peace!

Martin. You are talking like a woman. What does a woman know what'’s jus-
tice! T am contending after justice alone, and it is my duty to do so. Justice must
prevail at any cost, and it will prevail even here. Where are we? Among savages?
Among beasts? Even if I.have to go to the Emperor himself, the land was mine,
is mine, and will be mine; no matter what Luke does. And to let this go—

Gertrude. My God! My God! What will come out of all this?

Martin. The ultimate decision will be this, that the land belongs to me, and
that the expense will fall upon him, who lost the case. This will happen and no
more. Justice must come to light. Were I not absolutely certain as to who is in the
right, do you suppose that I would venture to move even the smallest finger? You
don’t know me well enough!—But listen, a child can understand!

Gertrude. Please, Martin! How often have I heard this story from the begin-
ning to the end. Suppose that you are actually in the right; does that mean that
the case will be decided in your favor, that the land will be adjudged to you? The
Judge is only a man, a human being. He may err, although he may wish to be honest.

Martin. Let him err! Will that close the case? Didn’t T tell you that, if neces-
sary, I will appeal to the Emperor himself? Don’t we know the way to Vienna?
And if we don’t know it, we can ask!

Gertrude. Yes. All that we need now is to take this case to Vienna, and noth-
ing else. And do you think that the Emperor has nothing else to do than to judge
the case between Martin Slivar and Luke Ozimek from the “Foxy-Ridge?” Oh, Mar-
tin! If you would heed your wife's advice, who, perhaps, may not know what jus-
tice is, but who, nevertheless, advises you rightly—you would hasten to the neigh-
bor—without even stopping to take the hat—and say to him: You know what, Luke?
One of us two, either you or I, must have some common sense. If you have none,
then I'll have some. The land, for which we have been disputing so long already,
was mine till now, henceforth it is yours, in order to have peace, before both of us
become beggars on account of it. Why should we feed these already too fat attor-
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neys, while we ourselves are suffering the loss? Thus would I speak to him. Un-
derstand!

Martin. Thus, perhaps, would speak I, too, if I were you. But as it is, it must
be different. There is no other way out of it.

Gertrude. May God help us! Who is coming?
*

SCENE TWO.
The former, Luke.

Luke. You stare at me. It looks as if the morning sun were rising from behind
the gable, where it usually sets. Am I in the Slivar's house? Were it prophesied
but an hour ago that I would come to the Slivar’s house, I would have scoffed at such
a prophecy. But a man, who wishes to be sensible, must never say: I'll never do
this or that. .

Gertrude. Yes. 'Tis strange, indeed!

Martin. These protracted evasions! What is it?

Gertrude. I hope nothing unusual has happened!

Luke. Even misfortune is not wanting. Where is Georgie?

Gertrude. Good Lord! But an hour ago he went down to the stream to catch
crabs. In Jesus’ name, tell me what has happened?

Luke. There is nothing serious; rather something very fortunate. Don’t wor-
ry! He is well and happy. You may see him whenever you wish; but wait a mo-
ment. I want to talk to you. Martin, you say that the land, for which we have been
disputing so long already, is yours,

Martin. Certainly; as truly mine as are these trousers. It was mine, it is
mine, and it will be mine, if there is any justice on this world!

Luke. Martin, you know this—whether it was and it is yours, let that be as it
may, we won’t quarrel. But even if it was not yours till now, it will be yours here-
after. The land is yours. Do whatever you please with it!

Martin. I can’t understand this. Do you wish to be kind to me? T am not gone
so far as to receive kindness from you. What I am concerned with is justice and not
the land. The land must go to him, whose it actually is. There is no place here
either for mercy or for kindness!

Luke. Not so hastily! If no one asks me to take a seat, I'll take it myself.
Perhaps, I may eventually persuade you, Martin; only listen! There is neither
mercy nor kindness here. If I say that I am your debtor, and beg you to take this
patch of land for the debt, the debt will not be completely covered, and I will still
remain your debtor.

Martin. To pay my debts I may give only that which is mine; to pay the debt
with someone else’s property is forever impossible.

Gertrude. Martin, don’t be like that!

Martin. And what sort of debt is that? I don’t remember that I have ever
lent you anything.

Luke. Well, the debt may arise from something else, too. Look here, Martin.
You know, I have a son, the only child; and I do not intend to marry again.

Gertrude. You could do so easily, though!

Luke. I could never find a woman like Mary again—may she rest in peace—
and I don’t want a different kind. My sister takes care of my housework, and she
does it well. You see, man toils, labors as the beast of burden. And he does it glad-
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ly, if he only knows for whom., What he has, however, he doesn’t like to see it pass,
after his departure from this world, into some strange hands. That’s human nature,

Martin. That’s true. But even after so many words I still don’t know what you
are driving at.

Luke. You are right; but it happens so that sometimes one is unusually talkative,
especially when he does not know exactly what to say, in order to be in the right.

Gertrude. Then, nothing really happened to Georgie?—Where is he?

Luke. He is at our house. He wanted to come along; but I persuaded him to
stay there for a short time. My only son, I say, the only child I have. And now,
were it not for Georgie, I would have lost even this one, and I would have been with-
out a child. He went catching crabs; and he caught a strange one—he caught my
Johnny.

Martin and Gertrude. Aah!

Luke. Yes; he saved our Johnny from drowning. Without him, Johnny would
certainly have drowned. God himself brought him there just at the right moment.

Gertrude. You mean to say that our Georgie saved your Johnny from drown-
ing? How did it happen?

Luke. How that happened can easily be told. It is the best, however, that he
himself tells you all about it. He is just coming. (Georgie enters.)

*®

SCENE THREE
The former, Georgie.

Gertrude. I am so glad that you came, Georgie. I was getting ready to go
after you. And are you sure that nothing happened to you?

Georgie. What could have happened to me? I can swim; although only in the
dog-fashion, still it is good.

Gertrude. How on earth are you dressed?

Luke. It is like this: They came home as wet as drowned mice. And Liza,
like all other women, would not have them wet. They had to take off the wet clothes
and go to bed, till the clothes should dry-up. Georgie wanted to go home, but she
wouldn’t let him to for fear that he might catch cold.

Gertrude. That's very nice of her; it’s dangerous.

Georgie. It was too long to wait till the clothes should dry-up on the sun; so
they gave me Johnny’s suit to put on. Of course, it is a bit too short and too tight
for me; but it will do for once.

Martin. Well, then, tell us, my son, how did it happen?

Georgie. I was catching crabs a little below the mill. And just as I reached
into a hole and got hold of a big one, I heard a wild scream: help, help! I knew at
once what was happening. I let the crab go, jumped up, and ran toward the place
from where the ery was heard. You know, this was down there at the big, old wil-
low, where the water is so deep, that it reaches almost over my head, and where
are also those large, white-fish. I came there just in time. He was all under the
water, Only his hands were still reaching out as if asking: save me, whoever can!
In the next moment I had him. Surely, it was a little hard. He clutched me around
the neck so hard that I could scarcely breathe; however, we swam safely to the
river bank. He stood at the edge of the river, fishing with the hook, where the
ground under his feet broke in, and he fell into the water.

Martin. Well done, my son!

Georgie. That’s nothing, if one knows how to swim!
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Gertrude.
Georgie.

And if he should have puled you in? You are not so very strong!
If one should always consider all the dangers that may befall him,

when his assistance is needed, where would that lead to? Besides, we must trust in

God sometimes, too; not so?
Gertrude. That’s very true.
(She feels his forehead.)

Georgie. 'Tis neither.

Luke. Now then, Martin, you have heard it all.
your debtor,

Martin. Debtor? You my debtor? I do not see how and why.
‘lawsuit to do with all this anyvhow?

Luke.

But are you sure that you are absolutely well?
Is it either too warm, or too cold?
I am as healthy as a bird in the air.

You also know now why I am

What has our

Martin, T think that hereafter there shall be no more disputes between

us two! I. for one, do not wish to dispute any longer with the man whose son saved
the life of my only child. To carry on an argument or lawsuit, however, it takes, at

least, two persons.

How will you manage it all by yourself? Martin,

be sensible

and take this patch of land, which gave us so much trouble; indeed, more than it

is actually worth! I beg you, Martin, to be so kind.
hard for me, if I have to go home and leave you like this,

to you and your brave son!
Gertrude.

Martin. All right, then.

Remember, it would be very
May it bring lots of luck

Martin, be sensible! Why should you split the hair?
Let it be as you please, if you insist.

It isn't exact-

ly as I would have it, and as justice requires it, but let it be as you wish, in order

t0o have peace!
Gertrude.
(Martin and Luke shake hands.)

At last, God has taken pity on us.

Thank Lord!

(Curtain.)

The North Wind Doth Blow

Anthony Roly.
1 am sitting up in a tree
With a big rhyme-book on my knee,
I read this one very slowly:
“Heigh-ho, said Anthony Roly!”

Me and my rhyme-book on a bough:
Jane says, “What are you reading now?”
I call down to her—wouldn’t you?—
“Heigh-ho!” for I'm Anthony too!

I Wonder.
Somebody said that each star is a world,
So now when I watch them shine
I wonder if anyone lives in a star
With a scooter as fine as mine.

The Dresses of the Day.
Fog’s a grey dress that day puts on:
Sunshine’s the frock when fog has gone.
Moonlight's a dress of silver-white
To wear for parties late at night.

The Tiny House.
Oh, I would like a tiny house
Close up against the sky,
Where silver fir trees wave their arms
And little roads go by.

And in the grate a crackly fire,
And shelves and shelves of books;
A little kitchen, blue and white,
Which has a stove that cooks.

And I would sweep, and dust, and make
Some scrunchy buns for tea;

And all the people that I love

Would come to visit me.

Winter Is Here.
Cold and raw the north wind doth blow,
Bleak in the morning early;
All the hills are covered with snow
And the winter’s now come fairly.
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To the Readers:

Our cooperators have mentioned several
times the hardships that so many of the
S. N. P. J. members are having, since they
are on the strike. We wish to express
our sympathy with them; at the same
time we wish to state that the S. N. P. J.
is doing all she can for the relief of the
suffering brothers and sisters. She has
collected clothing and other goods and
sent it to them; she has helped them
financially, both by discharging their as-
sessments and giving them direct finan-
cial support. At the last annual meeting
of the Supreme Board, it was decided that
33,000 will be sent to the suffering Slo-
vene strikers. Besides this, the individual
lodges have contributed a good deal to-
towards the relief of the suffering brothers
and sisters. These facts are concrete
proofs of the service that our S. N. P. J.
is rendering to our people. As long as
we are members of this organization, we
have always something to fall back upon,
in case of the extreme need. Let it be
remembered that the S. N, P. J. will stand
behind us to the last, and we hope that
the members will fully appreciate the
value of such an organization.

]

There is another campaign to increase
the membership of the S. N. P. J. This
corcerns the juvenile members of the or-

ganization as much as the older ones. It
is hoped that you shall do your best in
trving to secure as many new members
as possible, At the same time we wish
to know how many new members each of
you succeeds to secure, in order to enable
us to record the fact, which shall be con-
sidered at the annual prize contest among
the cooperators of the M. L.. Cooperation,
as you all know, is the secret of success.
The old saying, “One for all, and all for
one,” still expresses the spirit of the S. N.
P. J. If we all unite our forces for the
common cause, we can do wonders; it,
therefore, rests upon our will—Shall we
be as true to our organization as she is
to us? The results of this campaign will
tell.

%

Time and again our readers reminded
us of the fact that they like the M. L., and
we are very glad that they do like it so
well. Now, there is a chance for the
young readers to secure as many new sub-
seribers for the M. L. as they can. The
paper, as you know, is not exclusively for
the juveniles; for there are some articles,
which we intend to continue through the
entire year, which will be interesting even
to those that are no longer juveniles, but
who wish to know something about our
national creation. We also desire that
each cooperator would inform us as to
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how many new subscribers he will have
secured, in order that we may consider
the fact in connection with the annual
awards for the best contribution for the
year 1928, Obviously the most indus-
trious ones are most likely to win the race.
Work spells success; so the industrious
one will also be the lucky one.
THE EDITOR.

OUR HEROES.

In the evening I sit near my pocker and tongs
And I dream in the firelight glow,

And sometimes I quaver forgotten old songs
That I listened to long ago.

Then out of the cinders cometh a chirp
Like an echoing, answering cry—
Little we care for the outside world:
My friend, the cricket and I.

For my cricket has learnt, (I am sure of it
quite)

That this earth is a silly strange place,

And perhaps He's been beaten and hurt in the
fight,

And perhaps he’s been passed in the race;

But I know he has found it far better to sing

Than to talk of ill luck and to sigh,—

Little we care for the outside world,

My friend, the cricket, and I.

Elizabeth Kalina, Joliet, Il

* * @

TICKETY-TICKETY-TOK.

Tickety-tickety-tock,
Nearly two by the old church clock.
“0O!"” said the mouse,
“What a funny old house!”
Tickety-tickety-tock.

Tickety-tickety-tock,
The mouse ran into the clock,
The cat saw her go
And waited below,
Tickety-tickety-tock,

Tickety-tickety-tock, 3
The mouse came out of the clock,
The cat and the mouse
Ran away from the house,
Tickety-tickety-tock.
Sent by Rudolph Sernel, age 12.
» -

A MOCK TURTLE.

I'm riding high with feelings spry,
Aglow with true ambition.

I'm headed straight at lively gait
For Campbell’s rich nutrition.

Ralph Beniger, Export, Pa.

IN MEMORIAM.

One year long has passed away, Daddy,
Since that sad and mournful day,

When He alone who knows the best,
Called you to that home of rest.

Friends may think the wound has healed,
But they little know the sorrow
That lies within my heart concealed.

I have lost my sole companion,

A life linked with my own,

And day by day I miss you more
As I walk through the life alone.

You are not forgotten, Daddy dear,
Nor ever shall you be

As long as life and memory last

I will remember thee.

Augusta Alich, West Frankfort, Il
- [ ] Ul
Dear Editor:

I am twelve years old, and am in high seventh
in the Mancel Talcott School, I like to play foot-
ball and baseball. We have many excitements
here in Chicago.

I received several letters from a few of the
members, but I would like more to write to me.
The jokes and riddles are amusing, don’t you
think so? I have a joke:

A Greek sold oranges from a street stand. He
wanted to go to a barber shop and get a shave;
so he asked a friend just over from Greece to
take care of the stand.

The friend said, that he did not speak English,
but the other replied:

“That’s all right. If anyone asks how much
oranges are, say, ‘Two for five If he asks
whether they are rotten, say, ‘Some of 'em are
and some of ’em ain’t.’ If he says that he guess-
es he won’t buy, tell him, ‘If you don't, someone
else will’ Now, I'm going away—remember
those words.”

A few minutes later an Irishman came along.

#“Say, mister, what time is it?” he asked.

“Two for five,” said the Greek.

“Don’t try to get funny,” cried the Irishman,
“I asked you what time it was.”

“Some of ’em are some of ’em ain’t,” replied
the Greek.

“Say’!” said the Irishman doubling his fist,
“the first thing you know I'll give you a punch
on the nose.”

“If you don’t, someone else will."”

A member, Rudolph Sernel.

* B >

A RIDDLE.

0ld Mother Twitchet had but one eye and a
long tail that she let fly, and every time she
went through the gap, a bit of her tail she left
in a trap. Helen Gorsha, Universal, Ind.
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THE CHICKADEE.

Chic-chicadeedee! saucy note.

Sound out of heart and merry throat,
As if it said, “Good day, good sir!
Fine afternoon, old passenger!

Happy to meet you in these places,
Where January brings few faces.”

Dorothy Mathelich, Indianapolis, Ind.
L * »

Veronica L. Knaus, Traunik, Mich., Box 36,
writes about her family. Her father is sick since
last October; he broke his leg. Veronica wishes
some member would write to her.

* * L]

Jennie Petrich from Oakdale, Pa., is very
pleased with the present and she promises that
she will try hard to win another prize this year.
She says: “We had a small magazine a few
years ago, but in 1927 it became larger and, I
hope, it will get larger still. I guess, if the
boys don’t work hard, the girls will have to tell
them that they are getting a little lazy again.
Do you still remember when a girl wrote a letter
and said that the boys were getting lazy? Well,
after that, I am sure, the editor had received
many letters from the boys.”

= * »

Agnes Jurecic, Chicago, Ill.:

“I want to thank you for the wonderful pres-
ent or prize received from the Ml. L., which was
a great surprise to me. Thanks are also due to
the Pioneer Lodge, No. 559, for their nice gift,
showing that they pay attention to the juveniles,

A Christmas celebration was given by the sev-
en Chicago S. N. P. J. lodges in honor of the
Juvenile Department. Gifts that couldn’t be sur-
passed were presented and a luncheon was served,
The program, consisting of recitals, selections on
the violin and piano, vocal solos, and the Orches-
tra of S. N. P. J.,, were interesting. The rest
or the program was given to a play “Razgaljeni
Miklavz,” thereby giving the idea that there real-
ly is no Santa Claus, but that the Jednota or
Society is the real one who gave the presents,
as mentioned.”

* % %

A POEM.

Summer fading, Winter comes,
Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs.
Window robins, winter rooks

And the picture, story book.

Jennie Fradel, Latrobe, Pa.

A JOKE.

First student: “Did you get all those questions
in the test?”

Second student: “Yes, it’s the answers I
missed.” Sophie Klemen, Euclid, Ohio.

Frank Hafner Jr., Louisville, Colo.:

“In Colorado we have a big strike. It is al-
most the same as in Pennsylvania; the differ-
ence is that we have the lignite coal. They are
on strike on account of the shortage in pay. All
coal miners are striving to get the wage scale as
recognized in the Jacksonville agreement. When
the agreement was recognized by the opertors,
the conditions were very good for us, but now
they are bad. The miners hold the meetings
here very often and I go to all mass or special
meetings, but not to the local meetings, because
they would not let me. I am ‘not of age’; I still
go to school. I would like very much to receive
a letter from some of the S. N. P. J. members.
I will gladly write back to the member that

writes to me.”
- * £

Bessie Paulich, Sugarite, New Mexico:

“Since none of the young members of the S. N.
P. J. writes from New Mexico, I do begin in
order that other Slovene boys and girls from
New Mexico would continue to write. Let us
all write, boys and girls. My brothers and sis-
ters are all in the lodge and we belong to lodge
154.”

Morning Exercise.
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Anna Rozman from Lawrence, Pa., says:

“I am adopted by Mrs. Rozman because I have
no father or mother. They both died. I live on
a little farm. We have a cow, a big pig, some
chickens, and a shepherd dog, I like to play
with them and I have great fun.”

" * *

William Lekse from Lawrence, Pa., mentions
the miners’ strike also:

“We have a hard time to get our money. All
the Pittsburgh Coal mines and mines of other
companies are on strike, and I do not think we
will win unless the Pittsburgh Company will rec-
ognize the union again.”

* * *

Mary Skerl, Crafton Branch, Pa.:

“I have no mother and no father; they are
both dead. My oldest brother is dead too. 1
have two more brothers and we all belong to
the S. N. P. J. lodge. I am twelve years old.
I am staying with my uncle and aunt, ever since
my mother and father died.”

- » »

Mary Skerbetz, Broughton, Pa., mentions the
strike:

“We continue on the strike. The year just
passed we had a very poor Christmas.”

Her sister Ella says in the same letter that
she wishes the strike were over. She also adds
a joke:

“A man whose matches would not light, sent a
boy to the store to get some. When he came
back, the man asked: ‘Are they good?’ The boy
replied: ‘Yes, they are all good; I tried them
all’.”

. & @

Louisa F. Chernagoy, Eveleth, Minn.:

“Many thanks for the useful and lovely gift.
Since I did not expect any present, I was very
surprised. Now I advise every member to write
every month.”

e R

Other short letters were written by the follow-
ing readers and members of the S. N. P. J, Juve-
nile Department.

Mary Komatz, Vermillion, Illinois.

Mildred Hochevar, Aurora, Minnesota.

Olga Laurich, Eveleth, Minnesota.

Mamie Jurecic, Chicago, Illinois.

Mildred Lekse, Canonsburg, Pa.

Rebina Vider, Russelton, Pa.

Amelia Gasboda, Delmont, Pa.

Joe Merimae, E1 Moro, Colorado,

Veronica Schincoltz, Broughton, Pa.

Tomy Jancie, Roundup.

John Mauri, Neffs, Ohio.

Leo J. Stonich, Pueblo, Colorado.

Katie Klarich, Detroit, Michigan.

Frances Gaspersic, Broughton, Pa.

Emma Kral, Library, Pa.

Thomas Felz, Bryant, Illinois.

Rosie Kotnek, Cherokee, Kansas.

Stella Germovshek.

Mary Vogrich, La Salle, Illinois.

Joe Hren, Lafferty, Ohio.

Rose Hochevar, Lansing, Ohio.

Sophie Fern, Livingston, Illinois,

Helda Remic, Delmont, Pa.

Joseph Perenic, South View, Pa.

Mildred M. Jerala, Crafton Branch, Pittsburgh,
Pa.

Mary Stroy, Indianapolis, Ind., 924 N. Arnold
ave.

Mary Ostanek, Traunik, Michigan.

Frances Palian, Canton, Illinois.

William Lekse, Lawrence, Pa.

Antonia Subat, Cleveland, Ohio,

Rosalyn Laykovich, Willard, Wisconsin.

Anna Laurich, Eveleth, Minnesota.

Josephine Spek, Universal, Indiana.

Frank Kosmach, Washoe, Montana.

Dorothy Rossa, Cleveland, Ohio.
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meseénik za slovensko mladine
v Ameriki.

1zdaja Slovenska narodna podporna jednota.

UredniStvo in upravniitvo: 2667 8. Lawn-

dale ave., Chicago, Ilinois. — Naroénina:

Za cela leto $1.20, za pol leta 60¢. Izven Zdru-

Zenih driay za celo leto $1.650., Posamezna
Ltevilka 10c.

JUVERILE

Monthly Magazine for Young Slovenes
in Ameriea.

Published by Slovene National Benefit So-
ciety, 26567 S. Lawndale Ave., Chicago, Il
Rates: Per year $1.20, half year 60c. Foreign
countries per year $1.50. Single copy 10c.




