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KATKA ZUPANCIC:

SLAVA

TRICEK éridek vnet goslaé
slisal nekaj je o slavi.

Da bi zvedel veé o nji,

v tujino se odpravi.

Polza sreca. In se skrije.
Skrit zapoje: Dober dan!
Tebi svet je dobro znan;
skromni godec Criceri
isée slavo Ze tri dni.

Polz si misli: Bedarije,

ki polne le ¢éricje glave!

Kaj mi je do prazne slave?!
Tiho pisem svojo pot.

Cilj mi tam je vlazni plot. —

Zabo sreéa. Spet se skrije.
Skrit zapoje: Dober dan!
Tebi svet je daleé¢ znan;
skromni godec Criceri

isce slavo Ze veé dni.

Zaba mane st 0éi:

Ah, umetnik, blize pridi,
da oko te moje vidi.
Komur strune tak done,
paé o slavi sanjat sme.

* * *

Hip pozneje

Zaba se oblizne in zasmeje:
Hvala, slava, éast —

bila je in bo za éricka past.
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ZVECER

O DAN se v no¢ni plasé zavija

in mir na zemljo lega;

ko sence se goste, tajinstveno rasto—

takrat spomini se bude.

Za sliko slika se razvija:

ta in ona Ze zabrisana tako,
da vprasSati se moras:

je-li resni¢no preziveta?
je-li posnetek samo sanj?

Tako se vidim véasih dete Se v zibeli,

nad mano pa obraz—
cbraz neskonéno mil in lep—.

Skoz okno sije meseéina

in sije samo nanj;

vse drugo je v temi—

v temi tudi jaz—?

O ne! Meni sije materin obraz.

K. Z.

CICIBAN — CICIFU]J

(CICIBAN tece v zeleni dan;
pti¢ica znanka v goScavi
vsak dan lepo ga pozdravi:
“Cieiban, Ciciban, Ciciban,
Ciciban, dober dan!”

Ciciban, kaj je pa danes, ¢uj!
Kaj ti to pticka prepeva?

Po vsej dobravi odmeva:
“Cicifuj, Cicifuj, Cicifuj,
Cicifuj, fej in fuj!”

Ciciban misli: “Zakaj Cicifuj?”
Takrat si roke zagleda,

pa se domisli: “Seveda,

danes se nisem umil Se, fej, fuj,
danes sem res Cicifuj!”

Bister potocek se vije ¢ez plan
preko kremenov se lije;
Ciciban v njem se umije,
pticka zapoje spet: “Ciciban,
Ciciban, dober dan!”

0. Zupanéié.
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Anna P. Krasna:
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Deklamacije

O vam je bilo tiste dni oratorstva po

nasi hisi! Bratec je imel v obdelavi
dolgo tirado “Slovo,” mene pa je dole-
telo nekaj iz Vrtea. Ni¢ posebnega, a
nauciti se je bilo treba, zato sem pre-
zala na vsako priliko samote v hisi.
Bratec pa ravno tako.

Pa se je v naglici v¢asih pripetilo, da
sva hotela oba zavzeti isto skrinjo, kar
je navadno izzvalo spor.

“Pojdi kam drugam,” se je jezil bra-
tec nad mano, “samo motis me s tisto
tvojo malenkostno pesmico.”

Hm, malenkostno, seveda . .. saj sem
bila pa tudi tri leta mlajsa od njega,
kaj bi se torej postavljal in me stavil
v ni¢. Nisem se pustila.

“Moja pesem je vredna prav toliko
kot tvoja—pa pojdi ti gor na ‘pod,’ tam
je vecja skrinja od te.”

Bratec je imel dolgo pesem in malo
¢asa na razpolago, pa je zdrvel gor, na
pod. Zavedal se je, kakor jaz, da je
vsaka minuta dragocena, zakaj pred do-
macim druZinskim obc¢instvom ni moé
predvajati besed s polno paro, kakor je
treba slednji¢ na odru. Se manj je mo-
goce delati vaje v kretnjah. Domaéi
ljudje smatrajo vsa taka kulturna pri-
zadevanja za neumnosti, ki nimajo po-
mena ne mesta v vsakdanjem Zivljenju
—in se na moé¢ zabavajo, ¢e se domac
deklamatorski talent postavi vpri¢o njih
v resno pozo recitiranja.

Paé zalostno za kulturo in kulturne
delavce-deklamatorje—deklamacij pa se
je le treba na kak nacin nauditi.

Posebno ¢e s tako nalogo pocastijo
¢loveka v Soli.

In ée je treba z deklamacijo pred kri-
tiéno obéinstvo!

Brat¢eve in moje moZgane so v takih
momentih preletale vse take tehtne mi-
sli. Pa sva delala vneto in resno.

“Slovo!” je oznanil bratec raz velike
skrinje-zitnice na podu.

“okolico,

“Upanje,” sem zaZgolela jaz s skrinje
v izbi.

Nato so se podile po naSem obseZnem
dvoriscu lepo zaokrozene besede—nikoli
se nisva domislila, da bi zaprla okna.

Cas je bezal, midva pa deklamirala,
enkrat s prepisa, enkrat na pamet. Pri
tem pa sva seveda pozabila na vso svojo
Kot breztelesna sva plavala v
vifavah kulture in umetnosti, dokler se
ni zasliSalo odkod:

“Za bozjo voljo, nehajta vendar en-
krat, saj Ze sosedove kokoSi regljajo
tiste vajine deklamacije.”

To naju je kar sunilo s skrinj. Vsa
rdec¢a in mol¢eca sva se zakopala v kako
delo.

Ob prvi priliki samote pa sva bila
spet na skrinjah. Bratec je mozato in
umetnis§ko kazal ¢ez hribe in doline—
menda kam v tujino—pa zopet priteg-
nil roke nazaj in jih, kakor v blagoslo-
vu, razprostrl ¢ez domaéo zemljico. O,
bilo je ganljivo in nemalokrat sem ga
skrita za vrati obcudovala—saj moja
deklamacija je bila kratka in sem si
zato lahko privoscila odmor med va-
jami.

Bratéeva dovrsena deklamatorska
umetnost me je vedno spodbudila. Tiho
sem stekla dol v izbo, se spravila na
skrinjo in ponovno pilila svojo recita-
cijo. Ali bratéeva pesem je bila vse
kaj drugega . . . pa glas njegov . . . do-
zoreval mu je Ze in je bil neverjetno
§irji in globlji od mojega. Jaz sem bila
komaj senicica, ki vse svoje dni skaklja
po demadéem grmovju in ¢ivka—a bra-
tec! ta je bil s svojim basom ptié, ki je
ze videl in preletal lepe tuje kraje, pa
vendarle Se zmirom hrepenel po Ze lep-
sih domadcih.

Ah, da—, tak bratec Ze lahko Siri kul-
turo . . . dale¢ ga je slisati.

Veliko spostovanje sem ¢utila do
bratca takrat, ¢eprav mu nisem hotela
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nobenkrat prepustiti moje skrinje v
izbi. Koné¢no pa tudi skrinje niso bile
tako zelo vazne, glavna stvar so bile
deklamacije in te sva naposled vzlic
vsem zaprekam, smehu in draZenju prav
Castno izvedla. Soseda in na$i domadi,
ki so vsi znali vso stvar na pamet, ker
80 naju skoz pet tednov dnevno poslu-
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Sali, so nama resno zatrdili, da sva bila
na odru prav tako korajzna, kot doma
na skrinjah—gledala sva preko obéin-
stva in pozabila na vse—morda sva tudi
pozabila, da sva na odru.

Morda, a bila sva vkljub vsemu kul-
turna delavea, in to ni kar tako.

Dva mraza, dva brata

(Ruska pravljica. — Pripoveduje Mile
Klopéié.)

DVA mraza, dva rodna brata, mraz

Rdedenosec in mraz Sinjenosec sta
neko zimsko zgodnje jutro Kkrevsala
preko visoko zasneZenega polja. Poska-
kovala sta z noge na nogo ter si mela
dlani. Lasje, trepalnice, brada in brki
pa so jima bili beli kakor pravkar za-
padli sneg.

Polje je bilo pusto, jutro tiho, zrak
mrzel in prozoren. Pa so se nenadoma
oglasili z leve kraguljcki, z desne zvon-
¢ki. Na levi so drevile sani nekega si-
romaka, na desni sani bogatina.

Mraz Rdeenosec, ki je bil mlajsi
brat, je dejal bratu: “Ve$ kaj, jaz se
PoZenem za siromakom, kljuse ima za-
nikrno in la¢no, pa ga bom kaj hitro
doel, Tudi odejo ima najbrZe razcapa-
no, kuémo raztrgano, ¢evlje preluknja-
ne. Ti pa se, brat moj, poZeni za boga-
tinom! Gotovo je dobro zavit v odeje.
Medvedji koZzuh ima, kuémo lisi¢jo in
Skornje iz volj¢jega usnja. Ti si moc-
nf:jéi, laze ga bo¥ potipal in premra-
zi]1”

“Sijajno!” je odgovoril starejsi brat,

injenosec.

Veselo sta zaZviZgala, pocila s prsti
ter zdrvela kakor vihar vsak na svojo
stran,

Se pol ure ni minilo, 7e sta se brata

mraza spet sestala sredi pustega snei-
nega polja.

“Dobro sem premrazil svojega boga-
taSa; do velera se ne bo ogrel. Poste-
no sem ga pretipal!” se je hvalil sta-
rej&i brat Sinjenosec ter si mel dlani od
samega zadovoljstva.

“Kako si pa to napravil? Saj je imel
kozuh, kuémo, $kornje, vse tako toplo!”
se je ¢udil in spraSeval mlajsi brat.

“Kaj bi tisti koZuh pa tista kuéma pa
Skornji! Zalezel sem se mu pod koZuh
prav do koZe, pa sem ga tako mrazil,
da bi se Ziv strdil od mraza, ¢e bi ga le
Se malo ¢asa SCegetal s svojimi mrzlimi
rokami. Sprva se je vedno bolj zavijal
v kozuh, pritiskal ku¢mo na glavo, mi-
sleé, zdaj mi mraz ne bo priSel do Zive-
ga. Jaz pa sem se mu smejal in ga
mudil dalje. Napol mrtvega so prenesli
iz sani v hiSo, jaz pa sem pohitel sem-
kaj, da pri¢akam tebe, No, kaj pa ti,
kako si opravil s kmetom siromakom?”

“Ah kaj,” je nejevoljen zamahnil z
roko mlajsi mraz Rdeenosec. “Vsega
me je izmulil. Kakor hitro sem doSel
sani, sem sko€il vanje ter se takoj zaril
kmetu pod odejo. A on? Se zmenil se
ni zame. Mahal je z rokami, kakor da
se brani muh. Ko pa smo prisli v gozd,
je skocil iz sani, pograbil sekiro ter za-
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cel sekati drevesa, da je ves gozd jecal.
Cutil sem, kako ga je zacel oblivati znoj,
pa sem si mislil: Se tega je treba, kaj-
pak. Kmalu nato je kmet vrgel odejo
s sebe na zemljo, pa je zacel Se huje
sekati po drevesih. Aha, sem si mislil,
pa sem hitro skocil v odejo, ki je bila
vsa prepojena z znojem. Kar hitro sem

ohladil odejo, tako da je bila vsa z le-
Ti¢im tako v odeji ter
Med tem pa je

dom pokrita.
¢akam. Zadremal sem,

kmet nehal sekati drevesa, odsekal je
tezko palico ter zacel z njo udrihati po
odeji. Mislil sem, da mi bo vsa rebra
polomil. On pa je tolkel in kri¢al: “Ta-
kole preganjam jaz mraz!” Spoznal
sem, da ni nobene druge resitve, kakor
da pobegnem. In sem zbezal. Se zdaj
sem ves polomljen.”

In se je tipal po telesu in vzdihoval.

Delaveu pri delu pa¢ mraz ne more do
zZivega.

POLETJE

V NARAVI

Courtesy of Chicago Art Institute
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Vojak, hudiéi in smrt

EKOC—od takrat je kajpada pre-

teklo ze mnogo let—je bilo treba
vet let sluziti v vojski. Pa je sluzil
neki vojak pet in dvajset let, potem
pa je odSel v daljni svet.

Dolgo je hodil, dolgo, pa je sretal v
gozdu starega beraca. Vojak je imel
samo tri kose kruha v svoji torbi. Ene-
ga je dal beracu, dva pa je obdrZal zase
ter se napotil dalje.

Prigel je v dolino, pa je srecal dru-
gega beraca. Tudi temu je dal kos kru-
ha ter 3el dalje. Pa ni Sel dolgo, Ze
mu je prisel nasproti tretji beraé. Snel
je klobuk ter zaprosil:

“Daj mi vbogajme, lacen sem.”

Vojak pa je imel v torbi samo Se en
kos, zadnji kos kruha. Pomislil je:

“Ce mu dam cel kos, ne ostane meni
ni¢, Ce mu dam pa samo polovico, se
lahko srefa z onima dvema. In ko bo
zvedel, da sem onima dal po cel kos
kruha, bo uZaljen. To mi ne bi bilo
prav. Najbolje torej, da dam tudi te-
mu cel kos kruha. Jaz sam se bom Ze
na kak naéin preZivel.”

In mu je dal cel kos, zadnji kos kruha.

“Povej, dobri ¢lovek, kaj naj ti sto-
rim, ko si tako dober?”

_ “Srecno pot!” se mu je nasmejal vo-
Jak, “saj tako nima§ nié.”

‘Nikar ne glej na moje cunje, rajsi
povej, kaj zelis. Rad ti povrnem do-
broto.”

“Prav za prav mi ni¢ ne manjka, le
Necesa te prosim: e imas kake stare
karte, daj mi jih v dar za spomin.”

Starec je potegnil izza pasu ¢isto no-
Ve karte, jih dal vojaku ter rekel: “Tu
Imas karte. Kadar bod igral z njimi,
bo§ zmerom dobival. Pa Se tole torbo
ti dam. Karkoli bo§ srecal na svoji po-
ti, zverino ali ptico, samo torbo ti je
treba odpreti in zaklicati: ‘Noter!, pa
bo vse zletelo v torbo.”

“Hvala ti, starec!” je dejal vojak ter
Se napotil dalje.

Pa je hodil vojak, hodil dolgo, poasi
in naglo, zavil zdaj na desno zdaj na
levo, pa je prisel do lepega jezera, po
katerem so plavale tri divje gosi. Vo-
jak je vzel torbo v roke, jo razSiril in
zaklical: Mar§ noter!—in komaj je bil
izgovoril, Ze so zletele vse tri gosi v
torbo. Vojak je torbo zadrgnil in Sel
dalje.

Zveler je dospel v tuje mesto, stopil
v gostilno ter dejal krémarju:

“Tu ima8 tri gosi: eno speci zame,
drugo ti dam namestu placdila, tretjo pa
mi zamenjaj za Zganje in vino.”

In ko se je vojak gostil z gosko, je
opazil skozi okno lep grad, ki je stal ne-
dale¢ od kréme. Bil pa je videti zapu-
sten. V vseh grajskih oknih so manj-
kale Sipe.

“Slisi§, krémar,” je poklical vojak,
“povej mi no, kakSen grad je to in za-
kaj je tako zapuSéen in zanemarjen?”

“Dragi moj tujec, to je strasna skriv-
nost. Sam car si je sezidal ta grad za-
se. Hotel je Ziveti v njem. A kakor
vidi§, stoji Ze deset let prazen in pust.
Ni ga Cloveka, da bi lahko prestal no¢
v njem. Kdorkoli je poskusil, da bi
prespal v gradu, vsak je umrl. Nasled-
nje jutro so nasli v gradu le Se same
kosti. . . Ko se bo stemnilo, bo§ slisal,
kako vres¢i in kri¢i v gradu. Sto in sto
hudicev, coprnic in drugih strahov raz-
graja in besni v gradu vso noc.”

Kakor hitro je vojak to slisal, se je
napotil naravnost k carju. Stopil je
predenj, izbo¢il prsi, pozdravil po vo-
jasko ter dejal:

“Car moj, gospodar! Ne kaznuj me,
marve¢ poslusaj mojo proS$njo. Daj,
dovoli mi, da prenoé¢im to no¢ v tvojem
novem gradu.”

“Kaj si ob pamet, vojak? Toliko ju-
nakov, mladih in zdravih je vzela ena
sama noc¢ v gradu, same kosti so ostale
po njih. Kaj bi tudi ti rad v smrt?”
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Tako mu je rekel car, vojak pa je od-
vrnil:

“Pet in dvajset let sem sluzil v tvoji
vojski, pa sem izdrzal in sem Se Ziv in
zdrav, pa bi me zdaj ena sama nol v
lepem gradu vzela? Ne verjamem. Do-
voli mi, da prenoim v gradu!”

“Znova ti pravim: zdrav in Ziv poj-
de§ vanj, zjutraj pa bomo nasli samo
tvoje kosti.”

Toda vojak si ni dal dopovedati, pro-
sil je in moledoval, dokler mu car res
ni dal dovoljenja, da sme v grad.

“Pa zbogom, car. IzdrZal sem pet in
dvajset let v tvoji hudievi vojski, pa
bom tudi to noé.”

Car se je razsrdil, ker je vojak zmer-
jal njegovo vojsko, potolaZil pa se je
s prepricanjem, da ga bodo v gradu
oglodali do kosti.

Ko je vojak stopil v grad, je bila Ze
temna no¢. Izbral si je najlepSo soba-
no, snel torbo in sabljo. poloZil torbo
pod glavo, sabljo poleg sebe na tla, legel
na tla, potegnil iz Zepa mehur s toba-
kom, napolnil pipo ter prizgal. Okrog
in okrog je bila tiSina.

Natanko o polnoéi, ko je z zvonika
udarila dvanajst, je zagrmelo z vseh
strani, oglasilo se je kri¢anje in vresca-
nje in skozi sto vrat in oken so priska-
kali majhni hudiéi, veliki hudi¢i in sta-
re coprnice. Nastal je takSen vik in
krik, da se je ves dvorec tresel.

“Glej ga no, starega vojaka, tudi ti
si prisel semkaj? Pozdravlien! Kaj ne
bi vrgli karte?” so zaplesali hudici
okrog starega vojaka,

“Prav rad,” je odgovoril vojak. “To-
da le pod enim pogojem: da igramo z
mojimi kartami, ker vaSim ne zaupam.
Hudiceve so.”

Hudié¢i so pristali ter se posedli okrog
vojaka., Vojak je brZ potegnil svoje
karte iz torbe ter jih razdelil.

Pa naj so hudi¢i Se tako sleparili,
zmaga je bila vselej njegova. Hudic¢i
so morali placdevati vojaku cele kupcke
cekinov.

Kup cekinov pred vojakom je nepre-
stano rastel.
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“Le potrpi,” so rekli hudiéi, v shram-
bi imamo Se sto vre¢ srebra in Stiride-
set vred zlata. Se za tisto igrajmo!”

In so Se vrgli karte in spet je dobival
vojak. Mali hudi¢i so stezka vlacili
vrete srebra in zlata in vse to pred vo-
jaka, vse njegovo.

Hudi¢ki so prosili svojega poglavarja
iz pekla: ‘Daj, dovoli nam, da se vsaj
malo oddahnemo!”

“Vam bom Ze pokazal!” je zaroban-
til peklenski poglavar. In hudi¢ki so
morali dalje vlaciti vrefe srebra in
zlata.

Toda vojak je neprestano dobival.
Vse svoje zaklade so ze postavili pre-
denj, vse je postalo njegovo. Prestra-
§ili so se hudi¢i ter nenadoma zavre-
geali: “Raztrgaimo ga na tiso¢ ko3ckov,
Zivega ga pojejmo!”

Tedaj pa je vojak vzel torbo v roko
ter vprasal:

“No, kaj pa je tole?”

“Torba,” so vsi hudi¢i odgovorili.

“Ce je pa tako, potem pa mars no-
ter!” je zakrical vojak.

In 7e so vsi hudiéi zleteli v torbo.
Vojak je zadrgnil torbo ter jo postavil
v kot. Nato je legel na tla ter zaspal.

Ko se je zdanilo, je car poslal svoje
vojake v grad, ¢e§, pojdite no pogledat,
koliko kosti je ostalo od starega vojaka.

“Zberite kosti ter jih pokopljite!”

Ko pa so vojaki stopili v grad, se je
stari vojak mirno sprehajal po soba-
nah. Ogledoval je slike ter kadil iz
pipe.

“Pozdravljen! Nismo mislili, da te
najdemo zivega! Kako je bilo ponoti
s hudiéi, kaj?”

“Kak¥ni hudic¢i neki? Kar poglejte!”
je rekel vojak ter pokazal na zlato in
srebro.

Carjevi strazarji so ostrmeli.
verjeti niso mogli.

“Kaj zijate?” jih je napadel stari vo-
jak. “Brz stopite po kakega kovaca.
Naklo naj prinese nekaj kladiv!”

Pri8lo je ve¢ kovacev, prinesli so nak-
lo in vsak svoje kladivo. Tedaj je vo-
jak polozil torbo, polno samih Zivih hu-

Kar
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di¢ev, na naklo ter ukazal kovacem, naj
zaéno tol¢i po torbi.

“Udarite!” In kovaéi so zadeli toldi
kakor brez uma. Udarci so padali po
naklu kakor da deZuje.

Hudiéi v torbi pa so zaleli moledova-
ti: “Prosimo te, vojak, pusti nas iz tega
pekla, ki je hujsi od naSega pekla. Te
vro¢ine ne izdrzimo. Obljubimo ti, da
te bomo pustili v miru vse dni in da
noben hudié ve¢ ne pride v ta grad. Be-
zali bomo iz gradu ¢&ez deveto goro in
ne vrnemo se vel.”

Vojak je ukazal kovafem, naj odne-
hajo, odvezal je torbo in hudiéi so zleteli
kakor streli iz nje.

Samo eden hudié je ostal v torbi, ves
je bil kruljav, ni se mogel ganiti. Tega
je vojak obdrZal v torbi za talca.

O vsem tem je kajpak zvedel car,
pohvalil je vojaka, pozrl njegovo sinoc-
njo psovko na carjevo vojsko ter mu
celo dovolil, da sme Ziveti v gradu, do-
kler hote.

Sele tu je spoznal vojak, kaj je to:
Zivljenje. Vsega je imel v izobilju. Vi-
na in medu, pogaé¢ in denarja. Cesar si
je zaZelel, vse je dobil, vse je imel. Lju-
dje so ga spodtovali in se mu priklanjali
do tal, kjerkoli se je pokazal. Eno sa-
mo Zeljo je imel: da bi se oZenil. Na-
el je lepo in razumno Zeno ter se oZe-
nil. Cez leto dni je dobil sina. Sin pa
je bil bolan, nihée ni videl, zakaj in od-
kod. Morda Ze od rojstva. Zalosten je bil
vojak, klical je ¢arovnike in zdravnike,
ozdravili pa mu sina niso. Tedaj se je
vojak spomnil kruljavega hudicka, Sel
Je na podstresje, kjer je visela torba,
odvezal je torbo ter vprasal:

“Kaj si Se ziv, peklenski grednik?”

“Ziv sem, 7iv. Kaj hote§ od mene?”

“Otroka imam bolnega, nihfe ga ne
more ozdraviti. Bi mi ti lahko poma-
gal?””’

“Bi, bi, a najprej me pusti iz torbe.”

“Kajpada, da mi pobegnes§, capin ca-
binasti!”

Hudi¢ se je rotil, da ne bo pobegnil.
Vojak je pustil hudita iz torbe. Ta pa

201

je potegnil iz Zepa kozaree, ga napolnil
s Cisto studenénico, ga postavil nad
vzglavje bolnika in rekel vojaku:

“Stopi sem, poglej v kozarec! No, kaj
vidi§ ?”’

“Vidim smrt.”

“Kje stoji?”

“Ob vznoZju mojega sina!”

“Dobro je to in sreca, da stoji ob
vznozju. Ce bi stala ob vzglavju, bi mu
ne bilo veé reSitve. Otrok bi umrl, tako
pa bo okreval. Vzemi zdaj kozarec in
poskropi bolnika s studenénico.”

Kakor hitro je vojak to storil, je sko-
¢il otrok iz postelje in bil je zdrav in
vesel, kakor da mu ni nikdar ni¢ bilo.

Vojak je od srefe objel hudi¢a ter ga
pustil, naj gre, kamor hoée, kozarec pa
si je pridrzal. In poslej je vojak ljudi
tudi zdravil. Preproste kmete in delav-
ce in generale, vse po vrsti jih je zdra-
vil.

Samo v kozarec je pogledal ter takoj
povedal: Ta bo umrl, ta bo okreval.

Pa se je na lepem zgodilo, da je zbo-
lel sam car. Nihée mu ni mogel poma-
gati. Pa so nazadnje poslali po vojaka.
Ta je napolnil kozarec s studenénico ter
ga postavil ob vzglavje. In zagledal je,
da stoji smrt ob carjevem vzglavju.

Tezko je bilo vojaku, toda lagati ni
znal.

“Car, gospodar, nih¢e na svetu ti ne
more ve¢ pomagati, Zivel bo$ kvedjemu
Se tri dni.”

Vsi so se prestrasili, car pa se je raz-
srdil ter zakrical nad vojaka: “Kaj, ta-
ko torej?! Toliko generalov si ozdravil,
toliko grofov in kmetov in delavcev,
mene pa ne mara$? Kaj sem jaz slabsi
od drugih? Takoj ukaZem, da ti odse-
kajo glavo!”

“Da, da,” si je mislil na tihem vojak,
“taki so carji: ¢eprav ni mogoce, drzav-
ljan mu mora storiti vse, sicer ti odse-
kajo glavo.” Premisljal je in tuhtal, kaj
bi storil, da bi carja ozdravil, sebi pa
resil zivljenje. Pa se ni ni¢esar domi-
slil; videl je, da mora umreti. Pa je
zaprosil smrt:



202

“Daj, vzemi mojo duSo, carju pa daj
moje zivljenje. Meni tako in tako ni re-
Sitve, pa je bolje, da me vzames ti, ka-
kor pa da mi sekaj glavo.”

Smrt ga je pogledala, pokimala mu
je ter se postavila carju k nogam. Vo-
jak je poskropil carja s studenénico in
car je takoj ozdravil.

“A zdaj, vojak, mar§ z mano,” je re-
kla smrt.

“Ah, draga moja smrt, samo toliko
mi Se daj zivljenja, da stopim domov,
da se poslovim od Zene in sina.”

“Le pojdi, a dolgo se ne mudi!”

Kakor hitro je priSel vojak domov
v grad, Ze je moral v posteljo. Ze sredi
poti so se ga lotile slabosti. Lezal je v
postelji ter se poslavljal od Zene in si-
na. Tedaj je Ze stopila smrt k njegove-
mu vzglavju ter poSepetala: “Le hitro,
hitro opravi, kar mislis. Se bore tri mi-
nute Zivljenja imas pred sabo. Pohiti!”

Tedaj pa je vojak snel s klina svojo
torbo, odprl jo je ter vprasal smrt:

“A kaj je tole?”

“Torba,” je rekla smrt.

“No, ¢e je pa to torba, potem mars
noter!”

In komaj je bil izgovoril, Ze je smrt
ticala v torbi. Vojak je torbo zavezal
ter obesil na klin. Potem je skocil iz po-
stelje, zdrav in vesel, kakor da mu ni-
koli ni¢ ni bilo.

Potem je vzel torbo, jo oprtal na ra-
me ter odSel v pusto in mrac¢no pogorje,
kjer je na najvisjem vrhu obesil torbo
na vrh najvi§je smreke. Potem se je
vrnil domov.

In od tega dneva ljudje niso veé¢ umi-
rali. Tiso¢ in tiso¢ otrok se je rodilo,
umrl pa ni nihée. Mesta in vasi so bila
polna stoletnih starcev s snezno belimi
bradami in lasmi. Nisi mogel veé raz-
lo¢evati dedov od vnukov, vsi so bili
enako upognieni starcki in vsako leto
jih je bilo ved.
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Pa je kmet srecal nekega dne zelo
staro zenico: do tal je bila upognjena,
vsa je bila bela, sama kost je je bila in
tako slabotna, da jo je vsak vetri¢ zana-
Sal sem ter tja.

“Vidi§, kako slaba si! Cas bi Ze bil,
da bi umrla!” ji je rekel vojak.

“O dragi moj stricek,” je rekla star-
ka, “takrat, ko si ti zavezal smrt v tor-
bo, takrat sem bila Ze na smrtni poste-
ljii. Samo kako uro bi bila Se Zivela.
Zdaj pa ne morem umreti, pa bi tako
rada. Rada bi se odpodila, trudna sem
in slabotna, nobenega veselja ni ve¢ za-
me na svetu. Rada bi §la pod zemljo,
toda brez smrti te zemlja noc¢e. Hudo
bo§ kaznovan, ker si zaprl smrt. Nisem
edina, ki se mué¢im in bi rada umrla,
mnogo nas je, smrti pa ni in je ni, ker
si jo zavezal v torbo.”

“Saj res, saj res,” je pomislil vojak,
“moral bom smrt izpustiti. Naj vzame
tudi mene. Ze brez tega sem poln gre-
hov in ¢as je, da grem pod zemljo.”

In napotil se je vojak, tudi Ze sivolas
starec z upognjenim hrbtom, napotil se
je v planine, poiskal smreko in zagledal
torbo, ki jo je veter nihal sem ter tja.

Vojak je zaklical s slabotnim gla-
som: “Si Se zZiva, smrt?”

In iz torbe se je oglasilo: “Sem, stri-
c¢ek, sem.”

Starec je pocasi in s tezavo splezal
na smreko, odvezal torbo in dejal: “Na,
vzemi mene prvega.”

Toda smrt je planila kakor vihar iz
torbe ter zdrvela s planin v Sirni svet,
kjer so jo ¢akali tisoci starcev in stark.

Stari vojak pa se je vrnil domov v
svoj grad in je Zivel Se dolgo let, zivel
tezko, ker je bil slaboten in star. Ka-
kor zemlja star, so govorili ljudje, a vse
kaze, da ne bo nikoli umrl.

Pa je umrl ravno prejinji teden.

(Priredil Mile Klopéié.)
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Anna P. Krasna:
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Grkanje

DANES bi mi nihée ne verjel, a v

mlajsih letih sem grkala skoro tako
pristno ko da sem KoroSica. Brat
France pa je drgnil 8e malo huje od
mene, kar je $lo babici vcasih tako na
Zivee, da je rekla, da delava vsej Zlahti
sramoto, kajti, razen naju dveh so men-
da vsi bliznji in daljni sorodniki izgo-
varjali ¢rko r s koncem jezika.

Presneti jezik! Saj sva poiskusala
tudi midva—in ne malokrat—da bi re-
kel konec jezika ‘“drr,” pa ni $lo, ved-
no se je oglasilo od bezgavk sem: “grr,”
in potem so se nama e bolj smejali,
zato sva sklenila, da ostaneva pri svo-
jem grkanju, pa Ceprav edina v vsem
sorodstvu.

Smola pa je bila, da sva bila ba$ oba
dobra deklamatorja, kar nama je vec-
krat prineslo ¢ast nastopa na Solskem
odru., Ob takih prilikah sva jih zmi-
rom slisala radi najinega grkanja. To
ni bilo prijetno, a pomagati se ni dalo.
vsaj midva sva mislila, da ne.

Tako je polagoma potekal ¢as in mi-
dva sva dorasla s svojo neslovensko
izgovarjavo ¢rke r. Francetu, moZaku,
to ni delalo posebnih preglavie, njega
so vzlic temu potrdili v vojake in dekle-
ta so mu dala cvetja, kamor je Sel, ker
je bil zal in postaven fant. A jaz—z
mano je bilo drugace. Jaz sem bila
dekle in dekletu se take napake kot
grkanje kaj malo podajo. Kolikokrat
mi je bilo to povedano in sama sem ve-
dela.

Marsikaj ¢lovek ve, pa se vkljub te-
mu e s ¢im osmoli. In tako sem na-
pravila jaz takrat, ko sem sprejela de-
klamacijo za dramsko predstavo. Bila
je lepa deklamacija—Gregor¢iceva “So-
¢a”—in tudi dobro sem jo predvajala,
ali dan po predstavi je priSel k nam
po opravkih stric Bobek, ki me je prav
grdo nahrulil zaradi mojega grkanja,
rekel je, da sem z mojim debelim “r”

celo re¢ pokvarila, slovenski jezik, da
ne trpi “r” iz grla pa ga ne trpi, to je
vse.

Stric Bobek, ki je vozil sadje v Ljub-
ljano in je pri priredbah vedno sedel
v prvi vrsti poleg Zupnika in Zupana ter
je imel tudi sina-Studenta, je brezdvo-
ma imel kak pojem o kulturi in sloven-
§¢ini. In e se taka osebnost izrazi tako
zelo kritiéno o gotovem deklamatorju
ali deklamatorci — —

Pa kaj bi tratila besede: kritika stri-
ca Bobka je bila curek ledene vode, ki
je pustil mraz v dusi . . . mraz, ivje in
ledene svece, kajti takrat sem Ze preko-
radila petnajsto leto. Joj!. ..

Na§ najmlajsi fantek je vedel kako
se pocutim.

“Odvadila bi se, Ancka,” mi je sve-
toval.

“Odvadila zdaj, ko mi je Ze petnajst
let?” Na kaj takega sploh nisem veé
mislila. Bratec pa je menil, da se grka-
nja lahko odvadi vsak, ki ima jezik v
ustih, pa naj bo kolikor hoce star.

Otroci so res véasih mali modrijancki.

Tudi moj mali bratec je bil, zakaj
napravil je takoj natancéen naért kako
in kdaj me bo odvadil grkanja. Nje-
gov “r” je bil kot Zvenk srebrne kupe,
torej se je lahko postavil v vlogo in-
struktorja.

Z vajami sva zacela, ko sva plela ko-
ruzo na veliki njivi ob cesti. Sestrica
nama je prinesla kosilo in takoj od$la,
ker je morala v Solo. To je bilo kot na-
la8¢ za najino namero.

Pricela sva.

Bratec je potegnil svoje lepe, pravilne
ustnice v ravno érto in mi pokazal kako
se izgovori érka “r” pravilno. Jaz sem
sku8ala posnemati, pa nisem mogla raz
konee jezika spraviti ni¢ drugega kot
velikono¢ni ropotulji podoben Sum.

Moj ucitelj se je krohotal.
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“Ce bi te slisal meZnar Janez, bi te
za veliki teden zanesel v zvonik—dgrr,
grrr, ddggrrrr, drgdrrgr . . . haha, ha,
ha!”

Fant je bil ves v solzah in jaz sem
potrpezljivo ¢akala, da se nasmeje.
¢as sva spet zacela.

“Reci: drr-va,” je udil bratec in ka-
zal svoje bele zobke do kraja na obeh
straneh.

“Dr-rr-drgrr—drr-gr—drgrr-va .,

Zalostno sem se drZala, instruktorja
pa je spet vrgel smeh v travo.

Bo kaj s tega, ali ne bo ni¢.—

Nadaljevala sva, sama ne vem kako
dolgo. Na pletje sva ¢isto pozabila.

“Drrrr, dgrr, drr-va, drrenj, drr-
drra, drrad¢je, Drrava, itd.”

Bratec je menil, da se bom najprej
naucila z besedami, v katerih stoji ¢rka
“p” meposredno za ¢rko “d,” ki se tudi
izgovarja na koncu jezika.

Neumorno sva delala in ko sem napo-
sled s pomotjo instruktorja zveZbala
konec svojega jezika v toliko, da sem
izgovorila “drva” brez sodelovanja bez-
gavk in grla, sva bila oba izmuéena.

“Vrziva karte parkrat,” je rekel te-
daj bratec, “da se nama jeziki malo
odpodijejo.”

Jaz sem prikimala in bratec je izvle-
kel izza srajce Sop madzarskih kart—
takrat je bila vojska, zato smo znali
klepetati in kartati v vseh jezikih, ki
so dnevno metali svoj zvok na nasa
mlada udesa.

”
.

Stevilo ljudi na svetu

L. 1930 je imela Evropa 484.5 mili-
jonov prebivalcev, Afrika 143.2 milijo-
na, Azija 1,101.6 milijona, Amerika
248.7 milijona, Avstralija 9.9 milijona:
vsa zemeljska obla je imela torej 1.988
milijonov prebivalcev ali skoro dve mi-
lijardi.

MLADINSKI LIST

Molée sva igrala—za Sopke CreSenj.
Bilo je zelo enostavno igranje. Bratec
je dobival, jaz sem izgubljala, zato sem
kmalu nehala in splezala na éreSnjo nad
nama, da poplacam dolg. Bratec je ostal
v travi ter spretno vjemal Sopek za Sop-
kom, Ko sem poplacala dolg, sem sedla
na debelo vejo in zobala ¢resnje.

“Reci: ¢resnje,” je dejal bratec spo-
daj v travi.

“Crednje, ¢rrednje.”

Prav dobro se mi je posreéilo.

“Bo 8lo bo,” je rekel bratec, “in ko
bo prigel France iz vojske, bomo Se nje-
ea odvadili.”

“Saj res!”

V budanjskem zvoniku je zacela biti
ura. Morda dve, morda tri. Spravila
sem se na tla.

“Pojdiva plet, fant, sicer bo prisla
mati z juZino in naju bo nasla v seneci.”

Pograbila sva motike in plela, da se
je kadilo okrog naju. Vd¢asih sva se
ustavila in ponavljala:

“Drr-va, drr-drra,” itd.

Drugi dan je bila ista pesem, tretji
enako in ko je bilo zakljuéeno pletje, je
bil moj “r” skoro tako ¢ist kot bratcev.

“Vidis, da sem imel prav,” je rekel
moj ucitelj.

“Prav,” sem mu pritrdila, “in vse
zivljenje ti bom hvaleZna za tvoj svet
in trud . . . stricu Bobku pa za kriti-
ko . .. povedala pa mu tega ne bom.”
Zasmejala sva se, splezala na Céresnjo
in praznovala zmago nad grkanjem.

Dva prijatelja
imata rojstni dan istega dne. Prvi pri-
jatelj je tega dne Sest let starejsi od
drugega. Oba skupaj pa Stejeta osem-
deset let. Koliko star je vsak od obeh
prijateljev?
Resitey
43 in 37 let.
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POGOVOR S KOTICKARJI

Dragi “Koti¢karji”!

Zdi se mi, da boste julijsko stevilko Mladinskega Lista prejeli nekoliko bolj
zgodaj. Morda Ze v prvi polovici julija. Vsaj moja Zelja je taka; ée se ne bo
uresnic¢ila, ne bo moja krivda, ampak krivda zamude v tiskarni.

V pri¢ujoci Stevilki Mladinskega Lista je spet veé slovenskih dopisov v Ko-
tickw. Tako je prav. Le da jih bi bilo $e veé v prihodnji izdaji. To pa je od-
visno od vas. Upam, da se bodo spet oglasili vsi stari “Kotickarji.,” Namreé vsi
oni, ki so ze letos kaj napisali in ki so zadnjih par let pomagali obogateti Koti-
cek s svojimi zanimivimi dopisi. Med drugimi mladimi dopisovalei zelo vsi pogre-
Samo naso vrlo dopisovalko Josephine Mestek iz Clintona, Ind. Upam in Zelim,
da se v kratkem spet oglasi.

Dalje Zelim, da se spet kmalu oglasijo sledeéi: Johnnie Potoénik, Olga in Ma-
rion Mezgee, Antonie Peternel, Mary Potisel, Helen F. Gricher, Marion Mike Je-
reb, Milka in Ludvike Kopriva, Frances M. Celigoj, Mary Konchar, Victor in
Albert Tomsic, Anna Gassar, Viadimir Maleckar, Mamie in Tony Klun, Albert
in Mary Volk, Rose Koprivnik, Antonia Jakse, Mary Ywvancie, Mary Marinac,
Stanley Tegel, Frances Samich, Joseph Shaffer, Virginia in Elica Strajnar, Ann
Fabjancie, Albina Kalister, Ladko Rehar, Julia Slavee, Mary in Albert Volk in vsi
ostali.

Seveda z vso gotovostjo pricakujem, da ostanejo Se nadalje zvesti Nasemu
koti¢ku tudi nadi stalni marljivi dopisovalei: Olga in Felix Vogrin, Anna Traven
mn Josephine Culkyne ter vec¢ drugih.

Sedaj pa veselo na delo—uvsi!

—URFEDNIK.

ZANIMIV DOPIS S POTOVANJA
Dragi urednik!

To je tretje moje pismo za Na$ koti-
¢ek Mladinskega Lista, ki ga rada ¢i-
tam vsak mesee, ker prinada dosti zani-
mivih povestic, pesmic in pa dopisov.

Povedala Vam bom, kako prijetno po-
tovanje (trip) smo imeli dne 26. maja,
ko smo se peljali v Pittsburgh, Pennsyl-
vania.

Voznja je bila zelo lepa ves ¢as in
dobro smo se imeli ter uzivali pomladno
krasoto med potjo. Videli smo lepa
polja in male gozdi¢e. Vozili smo se
mimo in skozi vasi, trge in mesta.

Ko smo prisli v mesto Pittsburgh,
smo tam obiskali naSe prijatelje, se z
njimi pogovorili in pozabavali, potem
smo pa naso pot nadaljevali v drugo
mesto.
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Iz Pittsburgha smo se odpeljali v me-
stece Kaylor, Pa.
bro imeli. Tam smo srecali br. Vincent
Cainkarja, predsednika Slovenske na-
rodne podporne jednote, se z njim malo
pogovorili in povedali, da smo tudi mi
¢lani jednote, zakar nam je <cestital.
Pogovorili smo se Se z nasimi znanci in
prijatelji, nakar smo se odpravili proti
domu—v nade veliko mesto Cleveland.

Pred seboj smo imeli dolgo rajZo.
Domov smo prisli ob pol dveh popolnoéi.
Seveda smo bili utrujeni od dolge voz-
nje, vseeno pa smo bili zadovoljni, da
smo §li na obisk v Pittsburgh in okoli-
co. Saj smo pa videli lepe kraje in se-
veda tudi lepe in prijazne ljudi! To je
tudi nekaj vredno!

Nasa Sola se je zakljucila dne 15. ju-
nija. Takrat smo imeli veliko opravka
z raznimi Solskimi pripravami, ki so na-
vadno v teku ob zakljucku Solskega
leta. Treba je tega in onega za to in
ono.

Za 16. junija nam je bilo dolot¢eno, da
bom §la z mojo sestro v bolniénico, da
nam ‘“vzamejo” tonsile (bezgavke v
grlu). To sicer ni prijetna operacija,
vseeno pa ni ni¢ nevarnega. Upam, da
bomo potem bolj zdrave,

Naj kon¢am to pismo, da ne bo pre-
dolgo. Obenem pa iskreno pozdravljam
Vas in vse, prav vse, ki ¢itajo nas Mla-
dinski List in njegov Kotic¢ek!

Josephine Cukyne,
7511 Cornelia ave., Cleveland, O.

* A &

O VELIKI PROSLAVI IN
STVAREH
Cenjeni urednik M. L.!
Najprej Vam moram povedati, da je
to prvi moj slovenski dopis za Mladinski
List. Prosim Vas, da ga priobcite in
popravite, tako da bo vse okej. Vidim,
da drugi dopisujejo v Na§ koticek, pa
sem rekla, da bom napisala kratek dopis
in v njem povedala par stvari.
Pohajala sem slovensko Solo, namreé
ze tretje leto, in dopadlo se mi je. Dne
2. junija sem bila stara 12 let in ho-

DRUGIH

Tudi tam smo se do--.
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dim v srednjo Solo (Collinwood high
school).

Dne 10. junija se je vrsila pri nas ve-
lika proslava. Tega dne je slavilo svo-
jo 30-letnico prvo clevelandsko in naj-
vedje drustvo SNPJ. To je drustvo
Naprej §t. 5 SNPJ. Obenem je bila to
proslava tudi jednotine 30-letnice. Ude-
lezba je bila jako velika. Vse se je za-
vriilo zelo lepo.

Neko nedeljo smo se namenili, da se
peljemo v mestece Genova, Ohio, ki je
oddaljeno od Clevelanda kakih 40 milj.
Voznja je bila prijetna in imeli smo se
dobro.

S tem naj kon¢am ta dopisek. Pri-
hodnji¢ bom kaj ved napisala. Sedaj
imamo dovolj ¢asa, ker imamo pocitni-
ce. Zato pa bi morale tudi druge dekli-
ce vel pisati za Koticek, pa tudi decki
naj se potrudijo, da bo ve¢ dopisov.

Pozdrav vsem ¢itateljem in Vam!

Audrey Maslo,
14904 Pepper ave., Cleveland, O.

* % ¥

SOLSKE POCITNICE—NASE
VESELJE
Dragi urednik!

Sola je minila in sedaj imamo podit-
nice. Juhej! To je naSe resni¢no ve-
selje!

Sedaj se lahko svobodno igramo pa
ribice lovimo v jezeru Erie. Pa kopat
se hodimo, v&asih pa gremo tudi na kak-
Sen piknik, kar pa je 1& bolj redek do-
godek. Pikniki se navadno vrsijo v od-
daljenih krajih in ni kar tako tja priti.

Dne 10. junija se je vrsil velikanski
piknik, ki ga je priredilo nasSe druStvo
Naprej §t. 5 SNPJ v proslavo svoje in
jednotine 30-letnice. Vrsil se je na Pin-
tarjevi farmi. Poleg tega dvojega slav-
ja je naSe drustvo tudi razvilo svojo
drugo zastavo. Torej smo obenem imeli
kar tri proslave v eni!

Na Pintarjevem izletnem prostoru so
nasi ¢lani za dan slavja postavili lep
oder in ga z zelenjem okrasili. Nasa
nova drustvena zastava je imela botra
in botrico s tovariSicami. Vse skupaj
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je bilo zelo lepo videti—tam zunaj na
farmi, obdani z zelenjen narave.

Naj koncam.

Cenjeni urednik! Ce boste zadovolj-
ni z mojim dopisom, bom pa $e kaj na-
pisal za prihodnjo Stevilko Mladinskega
Lista. V junijski Stevilki je bilo bolj
malo slovenskih dopisov; upam, da jih
bo ve¢ v julijski.

Lepo pozdravljam Vas in vse mlade
¢itatelje!

Frank Krancevic,
1221 E. 61st st., Cleveland, Ohio.

LI B

OLGA BO POGRESALA
PRIJATELJICE
Dragi urednik!

Ker se nahajamo v ¢asu pocitnic, pa
sem se nekoliko zamudila s tem dopi-
som za M. L. Zadnji dan Sole je bil dne
22, junija.

Sedaj pa Ze komaj ¢akam 30. junija,
kajti tega dne bom Sla z mojimi starsi
v Iorest City na veselico drustva SNPJ,
ki bo obhajalo 30-letnico jednote, In
drugi dan, 1. julija, pa bomo menda §li
v Luzerne, kjer bo sliéna slavnost.

Povedati vam moram, da bom pogre-
Sala moje prijateljice Matildo, Rose-
marie in Evelyn Forte, ki se bodo pre-
selile na farmo, oddaljeno kakih 150
milj od tukaj, obiskati pa jih pogosto-
ma tudi ne bom mogla. Skoda!

Sréen pozdrav!

Olza Vogrin,
2419 N. Main ave., Scranton, Pa.
* * *

UCENEC PISE O SLAVJU SNPJ IN
CIKASKI RAZSTAVI
Cenjeni ¢itatelji in urednik!

Precej dolgo sem odlasal, da Vam na-
PiSem dopis in povem o raznih stvareh
iz te nase velike vasi, ki se imenuje
Chicago.

Gotovo je vsem znano, da se tukaj
Vrsi Ze drugo leto ¢ikaska ali svetovna
razstava. Well, o tem vam bom pove-
dal par zanimivih stvari. Znano pa vam
Je tudi, da nasa Slovenska narodna pod-
porna jednota letos slavi svojo 30-letni-
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co. Tudi o tem bom vam na kratko ne-
kaj povedal.

Citajte!—

Najprej o 30-letniei:

Prva in zelo velika slavnost jednoti-
ne 30-letnice se je vrSila pri nas dne 8.
aprila v dvorani SNPJ. In zbralo se je
toliko ljudi in otrok, da je bilo kar ve-
selje! To slavje je priredila federacija
¢ikaSkih drustev naSe jednote. Zjutraj
so razposlali po radiju resni¢no lep pro-
gram s postaje WMAQ. Zeli so velik
uspeh! Zbor Sava je tako lepo odpel
ve¢ pesmi, da dosedaj Se nismo slisali
kaj slitnega po radiju. Govorila sta
Donald Lotrich in Frank Zaitz. Njiho-
va govora sta bila lepa.

Popoldne se je vriil dolg program v
dvorani SNPJ. In takrat je nasa slo-
venska Sola, ki jo vodi drustvo Pioneer
§t. 559 SNPJ, uprizorila ljubko mladin-
sko igro “Mlada Jednota,” ki jo je na-
las¢ za to slavje napisala Mrs. Katka
Zupan¢i¢, naSa uliteljica. Pri uéenju
nasega razreda in pri vajah ji pomaga
Mr. Louis Beniger. Tjudem se je nasa
igra dopadla. Pa saj smo se dobro od-
rezali z igro in s petjem! Na progra-
mu je bilo Se vse polno drugih zanimi-
vosti, kar pa mi je %e vet¢inoma Slo iz
glave. Po uprizoritvi naSe igre smo pa
bili deleZni dobre veéerjice v spodnji
dvorani. Ta pa mi Se ni 8la iz glave,
ker je bila zelo okusna. Da bi jih le
bilo Se ve¢ takih!

NaSe drustvo Pioneer §t. 559 SNPJ
bo priredilo velik izlet dne 29. julija.
To bo obenem tudi slavje 30-letnice
SNPJ vseh anglesko poslujotih drustev
nase jednote. Pri¢akuje se velikanska
udelezba. Upam, da bo priSlo mnogo
mladih ¢lanov in ¢lanie iz raznih mest.

Sedaj pa malo o razstavi.

Prve dni v juniju je bil na razstavi
otroski dan. To vam je bilo veselja!
Sole nismo imeli tega dne, pa se nas je
zbralo skoro pol milijona Solarjev na
razstaviséu! Pol milijona deckov in
deklic! Bilo je hrus¢a in trusca, da kaj.
Vstopnina je bila zniZana na pet centov.
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Zrivali smo se od paviljona do paviljo-
na, pili sodavice in lizali sladoled. Tu
pa tam je ta ali oni otroci¢ek milo jokal,
ker se je zgubil v gnje¢i. Varuhi so
imeli veliko opravka z nami. Ampak

jaz sem se vselej sre¢no preril skozi
gnjeco, ker moje noge so Ze precej dol-
ge, Ja sem videl ¢ez drobne glavice po
morju mladih izletnikov. In predno smo
se odpravili domov nas je vzelo precej
Utrujen sem bil kot

¢asa in truda,
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nikdar prej, tako tudi tiso¢i mojih vrst-
nikov.

Konec o razstavi.

Upam, da bodo decki in deklice v bo-
doce bolj pridni z dopisi za Koti¢ek.
Tudi med po¢itnicami bi morali dopiso-
vati. Prihodnji¢ bom morda Se kaj na-
pisal, ¢e boste pridni.

Ostanite zdravi in veseli vsi!

Clan SNPJ in uéenec Pionirjeve Sole,

Chicago, Illinois.

ROY BROWN
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MARCHERS

By MARY JUGG

SAW them marching one by one,
With sheepskins connoting, “School days—gone.”
And I saw the speaker their interest win
With his oft-repeated, “Now your life will begin.,”
Some sat noncommittally; some showed a doubt,
But none of them grasped what he talked about.

I saw them marching two by two

With a plate in hand for their bread and stew;

And I saw big men with clubs in their hands

Stand ready to strike if one pressed his demands.
Some simply believed that Fate laid their course,

But most of them lnew where Distress had its source.

I saaw them marching all in a group

With fervid spirit as becomes any troop;

And I saw them seize the men who persisted

To break Union laws when for Rights it insisted.
The files of marchers were blocks in length,

And all of them knew that in Union is strength.
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Mind and Body

ORE attention is paid to the body

than to the mind, yet were more
attention paid to the mind less would
have to be given the body. A healthy
mind means a healthy body.

By this is not meant that the body
may wholly escape disease any more
than that the mind will not be bur-
dened with care; but that the body will
escape those diseases which result from
serious disturbance of the nervous sys-
tem.

A healthy mind is engaged with
good thoughts, is free from envy, jeal-
ousy, suspicion, worry, dwells on what
is proper, and values correctly the ex-
periences of life. It regards the body

as the instrument through which it
works and treats the body accordingly.

Indeed, a healthy mind cares for the
body that it has at its command. Even
when the body is deformed or maimed
the mind, through special care, devel-
ops physical powers remaining to a won-
derful degree.

We have to educate the mind before
we can properly develop the body.
That's why we early begin to train the
child’s mind, teach it the difference
between right and wrong, cause and
effect, and ability to reason. If we
would ourselves as logically pursue the
same course after we arrive at man’s
estate, we would be rewarded by more
healthy bodies than some of us possess.

How To Prepare A Speech

“I HAVE been asked to make a speech.

What shall T do?” This is a ques-
tion frequently asked by young and
sometimes older folks. A few sugges-
tions may be helpful.

1. Select a subject or a theme. Have
a definite idea in mind which you want
to discuss.

2. Read everything you can about
the subject in books, magazines and
papers.

3. Keep a notebook and make notes
of important items and thoughts read
by you.

4. Make an outline of your talk.
Here is a splendid plan:

(a) The introduction (a short state-
ment leading up to your sub-
ject.)

(b) The discussion. Set forth your
points in order of their impora
tance. This is the body of your
speech.

(¢) The conclusion. A brief sum-
mary with perhaps an appeal
for action.

5. Write out your speech, if you
have time. Correct the first manu-
seript and write it again, and maybe
again and again.

6. Commit your speech to memory
or practice the delivery of it until you
have the address well in mind. People
do not like to hear speakers read their
addresses. Study your gestures,

7. Stand before your audience with
confidence and speak with a determina-
tion to convince and persuade.

—Junior News.
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COME AWAY WITH ME TO THE WILLOW ‘GREE

HEN the sun rides high in the summer sky
And your shadow is short as your nose,

On the country road where the earth, dust-dry,
Puffs up thru your naked toes;

When the grasshopper serapes his monotonous drone
Half asleep in the withering grass

When the thirsty trees scarce turn their leaves
In the listless breezes that pass;

When the heat waves quake and shiver and shake
On the erest of the sun-baked knoll—

Come away with me to the willow tree
That shelters the swimming hole!

Come away with me where the willow tree
Dapples the water cool,

Where the skate-bugs dash and the shiners flash
In the depths of the magic pool;

Where the lilies float at the mossy brink,

Where the thrushes bathe, where the robins drink!
Come away with me where the waters free

Dance merrily over the shoal,
Come away with me to the willow tree

That shelters the swimming hole!

SOMEBODY’S BOY

S OMEBODY'S boy was crossing the Somebody’s boy! O, somebody’s heart
street, Was broken with that bitter blow—
Innocent, young and fair; Somebody knelt at an empty bed
He hadn’t the judgment of older folks; And fondled an empty shoe.
He didn't see danger there.

Somebody looked through the empty
years
Where no little boy would be—
0, is there need for this sacrifice?
Somebody makes this plea.

Somebody’s boy had a song on his lips,
But it died in an instant away,
For an automobile struck the little boy
down,
And he passed at the close of the day.

Will you not watch for the little boys,
Drivers, in city and town?

Will you not count it the greatest erime
To strike Somebody's boy down?

HE- B.”
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Interior Substance of Earth

By Tom A, Burke

IS THE EARTH hollow in the center

or is it solid? If the latter, what is
the substance, rock, iron or other more
valuable metals? Mr. Frank Neumann
of the division of terrestrial magnetism
and seismology, coast and geodetic sur-
vey, department of commerce, answers
those perplexing questions in an inter-
esting article, as follows:

“Science now tells us that we are liv-
ing on a planet with a surface layer of
soil and rock from twenty-five to forty
miles deep. Below this is a mantle of
more elastic material, probably about
seven hundred twenty miles thick. Then
comes what is known as a transition
layer of nearly ten hundred fifty miles
in thickness. Beneath this is a core,
probably of heavy metals such as nickel
and iron, which is at least forty-three
hundred miles in diameter. Its density
is greater than that of steel.

“Most of our modern knowledge con-
cerning the center of the earth has
been acquired through seismology. A
half a century ago the interior of the
earth was almost a sealed book to us,
and of this book scientists could read
only a line or two of the preface. The
geologist, the geophysicist, the astron-
omer and mathematician, all had their
theories based on painstaking investi-
gations, but none had even an approxi-
mately complete picture. There were
many theories varying radically. The
view most generally accepted was that
the earth was a liquid mass with a grad-
ually thickening crust about it. From
time to time, scientists of the middle
of the last century believed, the liquid
broke through the crust and caused
earthquakes.

“Then came what we may call precise
seismology, that is to say, a scientific
study and measurement of earthquake
waves. About twenty-five years ago it

had become evident that, during earth-
quake disturbances, the earth itself
transmitted elastic waves or vibrations
in all directions. We now know that
some of these are transmitted along the
surface and some through the body of
the earth. Science had already proved
to its satisfaction that, while fluids and
solids transmit certain kinds of waves,
only a solid can transmit others. The
evidence gathered from the directions
and speed of these earthquake waves
indicated that the interior of the earth
must be largely solid.

“By accumulating evidence, based on
observations of earthquake disturb-
ances, scientists were convinced of the
varying nature of the center and sur-
rounding belts, as it were, of the earth’s
interior.

“A violent shock such as an earth-
quake actually makes the whole globe
tremble rather vigorously in the vicin-
ity of the ‘focus’ or starting point and
with decreasing force at more distant
points. Many thousands of miles from
the source, the gradually dying waves,
not perceptible to our human senses,
may, however, be recorded by such a
delicate instrument as a seismograph.

“When an earthquake occurs, three
distinet kinds of waves or impulses
move outward: Two of these into the
interior of the earth and the third mov-
ing around the surface. These waves
or impulses move at different rates of
speed, but all are recorded at the seis-
mograph station. From these records
it is possible to locate the shocks ap-
proximately and determine the paths
which the waves take through the earth
and over its surface.

“The precise mathematical calcula-
tion by which this is done is not im-
portant here. It is sufficient to say
that seismology, or the organized study
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of earthquakes, is teaching us that the
structure of the earth varies approxi-
mately in the way described.

“Of greater practical value than our
knowledge of the deeper portions of the
earth is that pertaining to the crust.
This is thin layer, not much thicker,
relatively speaking, than the skin of an
apple. Yet this layer and a small zone
beneath it constitute the unstable part
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of the earth in which all seismic activ-
ity is believed to originate. Scientists
are working diligently to learn the pre-
cise nature and dimensions of the crust,
because these must be known before the
depth and exact location of an earth-
quake focus can be determined. By
thus studying earthquakes in their hab-
itat, seismologists hope some day to
forecast their coming.”

F. W. BENSON

RAINY DAY

Courtesy of Chicago Art Institute
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Anna P. Krasna:
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Snapshots from Home

(Continued.)

The ancient rough oak-bench is in the
same place on the flagstone terrace in
front of the kitchen window. But the
terrace looks bare. In former days,
mother’s oleanders adorned it nearly
all the year around. They seem to have
one now, too, but it's small, mother's
oleanders were like beautiful spreading
trees, and when they blossomed people
stopped to gaze admiringly at their
glowing pink and cream-white beauty.

I see that the cozy little nook beneath
the front part of the balcony is now
used to stack firewood. In my child-
hood that precious space was the most
treasured spot of our large courtyard
for all of us children. There we played
our childish games, wrote and studied
our lessons, entertained our little
friends, fed the birds in winter time . . .
and T well remember that T took my
measles out there while mother went
out on an errand. That, by the way,
was one of the few times that I got real
spanking. . . On top of having the itchy
measles! Imagine how T liked it.

There used to be a little kitchen and
flower garden alongside of the neigh-
bor’s house-wall. But I don’t see it in
the pictures. Perhaps they have done
away with it. I wish they didn’t
though. It took mother many years to
grow evergreen hedge around that
patch of fertile soil. Mother, I always
thought, was endowed with a botanic
talent, and I do not believe I could ever
Name all the varieties of plants and
flowers that grew and blossomed in
that miniature thing of a garden, dur-
Ing my mother’'s reign over the old
homestead. She started all of her
houseplants in that tiny garden plot,
and T remember her carnations reach-
Ing far down over the floor edge of the
balcony, her large-leafed Madonna lilies

filling the entire width of her bedroom
windows; her giant geraniums growing
two yards tall; her various fragrant
plants scenting all the surroundings . . .
and so on without end. When mother
died, we counted her house plants, and
there were one hundred and twenty-
five flower pots altogether.

Yes, mother used to wrap all her sor-
rows in flowers, and my every memory
of her is banked with them. I recall
her picking the choicest of blooms to
make a bouquet for her first-born grown
daughter who died in her arms a few
hours before . . . remember the death
of my sixteen years old brother in the
same way—seeing mother gathering
mignonetts, garden pinks, and roses for
her dead boy. And when I think of the
day she breathed her last, my thoughts
invariably wander to her little garden
of flowers where white chrysanthe-
mums were in bloom just then.

Mother and flowers . . ., how I wish
they had snapped a picture of that
memorable little patch of ground.

And why do they send me half a
dozen pictures of home, if none of them
includes the dear old gnarled mulberry
trees by the ten-foot courtyard wall?
Why, without those trees there wouldn’t
have been any truly grand memories
of childhood. When the oldest of us
were quite small yet, we reared silk
worms nearly every year, and cutting
of the mulberry branches for the pur-
pose of feeding the worms with mulber-
ry leaves, was always a regular picnic.
Father and Ivan climbed up to do the
cutting while we, who were considered
too small to climb a tree, gathered the
green shoots into neat bunches. Later
when the rearing of silk worms was
discontinued, the mulberrys had an op-
portunity to expand and grow thick
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branches and foliage as well as develop
to the ripeness the sugary purple ber-
ries. How we loved to climb up then
and shake off the sweet fruit! And, of
course, we were never alone in perform-
ing this task, all the neighbors’ chil-
dren helped us. It was fun!

But for the boys I think the chief
value of those trees lay in the fact that
from the thick branches they were often
able to repay a due debt to some mean
foe whom they were afraid to encounter
on the street or on the way to school.
On such occasions, they armed them-
selves with long horse-whips and took
up a watchful post in the trees. It hap-
pened occasionally that mother or fa-
ther awaited the watcher beneath the
trees . . . that usually meant trouble,
but the satisfaction of justice applied
was spoiled only temporarily.

Besides childish memories there is a
real history connected with our old mul-
berry trees. At least a dozen of field
army kitchens has stood under them at
various times during the World War.
Some stayed as long as a month at a
stretch, others only for a few days or
weeks. Our courtyard was considered
an ideal place to station the kitchens,
because the high wall, and the thick fol-
iage of the trees concealed them from
the view of the cireling enemy airplanes.

Seeing a large part of that stony
courtyard brings back countless memo-
ries of those days. Soldiers assembling
to march out for a drill, gallant and un-
gallant officers yelling their commands
from the balcony, ground, or from the
shiny backs of well-fed horses. A
twirling of a short whip, a brutal smack
in the face of some starved soldier who
couldn’t stand as erect as the rules de-
manded . .. and cursing, such as I never
before or after heard in my life. A
fleeting mental picture of some two
hundred men in uniforms receiving and
eating their noon-mess, which at times
tasted fairly good, but all too frequent-
ly, especially towards the end of the
war, smelled so bad that even hogs re-
fused to touch it.
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All wasn’t sadness though even in
wartime. Looking at the open kitchen
doorway, I smile unresistably as I think
of mother and that merry Viennese,
Fritz, struggling there because he
wanted to dance as the band struck up
a lively waltz, and mother simply
wouldn’t do it at all.

“We must have some fun, Mamma,”
Fritz said, trying to make her go
around, “some good fun, to forget the
war.”

But mother was determined. She
hadn’t danced for years, and she
wouldn’t now while her boys may be in
the clutches of death in the front . . .
mother was so strict with herself.

“Well, if the ladies won’t dance,
Fritz dances anyhow.” Merrily, he
grabbed the second cook, and they
danced all over the courtyard while
others kept joining the rollicking cooks.

For the last number, the band played
the Blue Danube, and suddenly, the
carefree, happy boys from Vienna, the
jolly city, grew sad, They stopped
dancing and some of them hummed
meditatively with the reechoing melo-
dies of Blue Danube. They weren’t in
our courtyard anymore but in their
beautiful Vienna, of which they talked
to us all the time they were with us.

* * *

“Passeggiate nella pineta de Ivan.”
0, that’s the borovina (spruce grove).
Gee, those trees have grown some!
And to show me the fact better, they
chased all of my little nephews and
nieces up in the trees, and then snapped
a fine picture. How cute!

And here they are sitting on that
same rock from which we used to mount
our faithful old mare that had so much
patience with our pranks in spite of her
rather queer nature. There is a faint
part-view of the Vipava Valley in the
background. It is hardly discernible,
but T have viewed the valley from that
spot so often that I know distinctly
what has been taken in the picture. The
level ground divided in two by a white
ribbon, which is the lower highway, is
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what is known there as Dolgapoljana
fields. The buildings strewn about in
a careless fashion, and joined together
by smooth roads, contain ammunition,
and it seems to me that more munition
stores have been added since I have last
seen the place.

War, war . . . that’s all they seem to
think of in Europe, I still remember
the fear of war that the erection of
those first ammunition buildings in-
stilled in us. I recollect, too, that it was
during the construction of those struc-
tures that we became a combination
of peasant-proletarians. Father and
the boys went to work at the new proj-
ects as laborers. I carried noonday
lunch to them every day, and as young
as I was, I noticed that father suffered
terribly from broken pride. It was
hard to face the sideglances of other
peasants that were still well off, doubly
trying because of the fact that ours
was once the strongest and wealthiest
homestead of the village. Mother took
it stoically, but inwardly she suffered
even more than father, she was of a
good, wealthy and proud family, and
the slow, gradual descending into the
class of the disinherited crushed her
beneath its weight.

Those sloping hills, rising gradually
up from the Vipava river, are also very
familiar — Planina, Ustje — there are
vineyards galore on those hills, and
thick groves of chestnuts, walnuts, and
acorn oaks . . . and peaches, and cher-
ries, and figs, apricots, ete.

* * *

And here are rocks, great rocks of
the mountains that surround the valley
from east, west and north. The Hubelj
falls; more rocks, then the entrance
to the world-famous grotto of Postojna,
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a snapshot of the Italian-Jugoslav
boundary in Planina—I know the place
all right—used to sell fruit in those
towns, that was back in the days of
Italian occupation of Primorje.

Triest, the city I loved, but it is rather
lifeless now, they say in letters to me.
Nevertheless, I marvel at seeing the
beautiful views I once enjoyed in reality.
Miramar with its lovely scenery, Adri-
atic sea, ships coming in, ships going
out, and finally, “Addio, Trieste!”

Sailing down toward Italy, I suppose.
Yes, but look at that, stopping at every
important place on the way, and tak-
ing more pictures, Istria, Venezia, Fi-
renze, and so on. I don’t know those
places. I have only had a glimpse of
some of them when I traveled through
Italy on my way to America. They
must be enchanting spots with all those
beautiful, magnificent old parks, or-
chards, historical buildings, great foun-
tains, gondolas, immense works of art.
Very beautiful and interesting, but the
pictures from home are closer to my
heart, and anyway, plenty of tourists
tell the world charming things about
those other places while no one prob-
aby ever tried to describe anything
about Dolgapoljana, nay, I don’t think
it ever received the honor of being men-
tioned, lying as it is there at the foot
of Krizna Gora. Small, snug looking
village of sixty some houses that shel-
tered thousands of men who have
fought in the war to end war.

Old Dolgapoljana, but one little
flower in the wreath of villages of the
Vipava Valley . ., . O, I think I'm going
to enjoy these snapshots from home
almost as much as I would a real trip
to the place of my birth.

(THE END.)
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OUR YOUNG WRITERS AND READERS

Last month we have briefly discussed, in general, the two main types or
groups of our young writers and readers interested in the Chatter Corner and
its contents. We then pointed out, on one hand, the more advanced group of
our patrons, writers and readers, whose early home training shows a distinct
element which is essential for the right kind of thinking. This is the progressive
group. On the other hand we have also mentioned the fact that there is a small
group of those whose home training lacks this progressive quality and is clearly
reflected in their actions. This is the reactionary group.

While we encounter these two opposing types in owr daily life in general,
and while we have them also in our midst, we naturally have to deal with them.
It is our duty to deal with the conservative group gently at first, but when they
become aggressively intolerant, which often happens, then we are forced to re-
sort to harsher terms. So much for that.

While you are vacationing and having a great and glorious time of it, don’t

neglect the Chatter Corner! Write!

—THE EDITOR.

MIKLAUCHICH’S INTERESTING
LETTER

Dear Editor and Readers:—

The Willock Lodge, No. 36, SNPJ, will
observe the 30th anniversary of the
SNPJ by sponsoring a picnic on July 29.
Although the Lodge has had many suc-
cessful affairs of one sort or another
often in the past, it has held very few
(but very well attended) affairs dur-
ing the present and the late 3 or 4
years.

I've been told that some years ago
this lodge held corn-roasts, boat-excur-
sions and picnies quite often during the
_ summer months. And at these affairs,
entertainment was provided for Juve-

nile members. Everyone was able to
enjoy themselves, which most likely
they did, as was shown by their pres-
ence at future affairs,

Some folks, or I should say, most
folks speak of those times as the “Good
Old Days.” I'm beginning to think
that “those times” weren’t half bad,
myself. And I wouldn’t be sore at all
if we'd get a sample of them in the
very near future.

The picnic site to be used, will be the
entire Slovene (“Granish”) hall and its -
grounds. That means there will be plen-
ty of room and everyone is welcome.

I had a pretty good time at our an-
nual school picnic at Kannywood park.
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The longest and tamest ride was on the
street car to and from the park. The
car crossed the Monongahela river twice
before we got there,

The rides I got the most kick out of,
were on the racer “jack-rabbit” and
“pippin”. When they dive down the
steep “hills” it takes the wind out of
you.

I got a “little kick” on the whip and
“catterpillar”, and on a lot of other
contraptions.

The “Bug House” has a correct name.
When I came out of it, my head was
spinning at a high rate of speed, my
sides and stomach were protesting, and
-the seat of my pants had a temperature
of a dangerous high degree. 1 soon re-
covered from discomfort and resumed
the pleasures to the end of the day.

I attended the graduation exercises
of the 8th and 9th grade classes of the
Library public school. If I'm not mis-
taken, there were quite a few SNPJ
juvenile members in the class. But I
can say that one SNPJ member, altho
I don’t know if she is a J. Z. Jr. or a
J. Z. Sr. juvenile, had carried away the
honors of the class. She is Olga Kosson,
who made the highest average mark,
which was 99 per cent. She is to be
commended for the achievement which
no doubt required time and persistence
to attain. It is something that a lot
of us overlook and disregard, and at the
end of the term, are disappointed at the
low marks we’'ve made, or wonder why
we stay in the same grade.

I started shouting too soon about not
having to wear glasses, in a previous
issue of M. L., but the principal and
another doctor thought different, and
now I am plus glasses.

I acknowledge the “bouquets” point-
ed in my direction by the following Bro.
and Sis. Juvenile members, with some
misgivings: Clifford Cornick, Cle Elum,
Wash., Mary Jerina, Irwin, Pa., Agnes
Flander, Yukon, Pa., Steffie Kaferle,
Yukon, Pa., and Mary Senicher, Stra-
bane, Pa. Most of you above named
members deserve a “bouquet” or could
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earn one mighty quick. I couldn’t very
well hand out bouquets in May, because
the only flowers I had, to make them
with, was snowballs. But on account
of hot and dry weather, the poor ants
didn’'t have anything to eat. So when
the snowballs opened or bloomed, the
ants made a banquet out of them, and
good-by, snowballs.

Well, we have roses now — so who
cares. Dorothy Fink, Wendel, Pa.; Jose-
phine Mary Eliz. Stonich, Pueblo, Colo.;
Rudolph Jelercie, Cleveland, O., are the
others that I'll “award” a bouquet for
literary efforts.

Rudolph handed me a “lemon”, but
that’s okay with me. He still deserves a
bouquet from me, .

Clifford Cornick would do well to tell
us why we get a lot of Washington ap-
ples in Penna. Maybe Wash. gets Penna,
hammers and nails to make the crates.

Jo M. E. Stonich’s idea about family
trees isn’t bad. Here's mine on my
mother’s side. During great grandfath-
er’s time there was a drouth and the
crops failed, which resulted in the place
being mortgaged. When the mortgage
was due, there was no dough. So the
gospodar and assistants gathered up
saws and axes and into the virgin
“family forest” they go. When they
return, it is chopped down and sold,
and the “jack” is used to pay the mort-
gage. In this way the place was saved,
but the family trees were lost. And
therefore, I don’'t nor can't know any-
think further about family trees, past
or present,

Dorothy Fink’s accounts of her tour
to Pittsburgh were pretty accurate and
interesting. I had been at nearly all the
places that she mentions and agree with
her comments.

And last but not least, is a bouquet
to Mary Eliz. Fradel. She deserves a
large one. Her fearless criticism of the
present administration’s support of the
moneyed and vested interests, is enough
to show that she is championing the
underdog or the toilers, and is enlight-
ening us to class-consciousness. It is
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remarkable for a young girl to be inter-
ested in the serious problems of the
present and future, while the majority
of girls are mostly interested in frivol-
ities and thrills.

Information Dept., or what have you:

A. Macek desires to receive corres-
pondence from one Margaret Woods.
Drop him a line, Marg, it only costs 3
cents to cheer him up.

As I've said in my second letter, par-
ents or relatives take care of the juve-
niles. They're still doing it. There were
several juveniles nominated last month,
and there will be several this month.
That was to make up for the juveniles
that were transferred to the adult de-
partment of which there were several
in the past two months.

A Zveza member,

Frank Miklauchich,
Lodge 36, box 3, Willock, Pa.
® B

ON THE PICKET LINE
Dear Editor and Readers:—

I went down to the picket line of the
strikers of the Electric Steel Co. a few
weeks ago and came there the night
which was the most execiting.

That was the night when the special
hired deputies threw tear gas bombs
at the huge crowd which gathered
there, They threw one right in front of
me, and did T run! I ran so fast that
even a rabbit couldn’t have caught me.

As long as the Democrats and Repub-
licans rule the nation, so long will they
use guns and bombs on the workers
when they ask for justice and higher
wages and so long will the depression
last.

A girl contributor to the M. L. said
that the times are better now. Would
you please tell me where that is? I'd
like to move there because the depres-
sion is just as bad as it was before, here.

I live near the Armory. This is where
the relief checks are distributed, and I
can see how many people get relief, and
there certainly is a lot of them.

On May 30 we went to West Newton
where the Westmoreland County Fed-
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eration had a celebration for the 30th
anniversary of the SNPJ. 1 enjoyed
myself very much there.

On the radio every Sunday afternoon
I listen to the Croation Junior Tambu-
ritza orchestra from Wheeling, West
Virginia, play, and T find their prog-
ram very interesting,

I also heard the Slovene Tamburitza
orchestra from New York play on the
National Children’s Hour and was de-
lighted at their wonderful playing.

I like to see the programs, like these
two, broadcast over the radio because
the whole United States can hear them.

Frank Miklaucich and Steffie Kaferle
had very interesting articles in the May-
M. L., and I hope they keep up their
good work.

A Proud Torch,

Mary Eliz. Fradel, Latrobe, Pa.

“WONDERFUL JUVENILE
MAGAZINE”
Dear Editor and Members:—

I’'m so sorry I haven’t written to this
beautiful and most wonderful Juvenile
Magazine before, which is full of in-
teresting stories, poems and exciting
letters written by the members.

Now, to tell you something about my-
self, Tam a member of the SNPJ, Lodge
130. T am fourteen years of age and in
the ninth grade. Both of my sisters,
Dorothea Mary and Marjorie, and my
brother Joe, and mother and I are in
the SNPJ.

I wish the M. L. would come to our
homes every week. T surely would wel-
come the M. L., and I'm sure all the
other members would, too.

Times are just as hard here as they
always have been. Folks who live in
Eveleth get only a few days work which
makes it hard to support their families.
My dad just gets work a few days a
month. Times are hard for everybody
in these days.

The letters I enjoy reading are those
written by Dorothy M. Fink, Julia Sla-
vec, Mary Fradel and Josephine Mar-
jorie Elizabeth Stonich.
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Eveleth seems to have gotten drow-
sy all of a sudden. Before I read letters
written by Angeline Marie Semich and
a few other members. Did a magic spell
come over Eveleth? T doubt it, because
I live in Eveleth and it hasn’'t come to
me. The trouble with Eveleth’s mem-
bers is that they are lazy or have
“spring fever.” Wake up, Eveleth, from
yvour sleep or whatever is keeping you
from not writing to the M. L.

I wish those girls would write to me
whose names I have mentioned, and also
other members. They can be sure I'd
answer their letters for I enjoy pen
pals. So come on, members, write to
me!

Best regards to the editor and mem-
bers.

A proud member and a fond reader,

Josephine Zbasnik,
514 Hayes st., Eveleth, Minn.
* E3

TRYING TO DO MY BEST
Dear Editor and Readers:—

Here I am again, trying to do my
duty. T was glad to see my second let-
ter published in the M. L. and I hope
this one will be also.

Summer is here now, and our garden
is growing fine. Summer is a season to
enjoy.

I was sixteen years old on the 5th
of June. I didn’t get any hard hits
though.

T am gending a riddle or two:

1.—What always has to be taken
from you before you can get it?—Your
photograph.

2.—What is it that every artist can
do that no king ever can?—Choose his
subject.

Best regards to all.

Dorothy Turk,
box 15, Frontier, Wyo.
* Ed

“MY SECOND LETTER”

Dear Editor and Readers:—

This is my second letter to the Mla-
dinski List. I enjoy reading it very
much.

Our school was out May 25, and I
passed to the sixth grade. My sister
Julia passed to the fifth grade and my
sister Eva Jane passed to the fourth
erade. My sister Julia and I take music
lessons every week. We hope to be mu-
sicians some day.

Our Lodge 353 SNPJ and Lodge 425
SNPJ had a pienic together. We also
had a children’s program. There were
nine children in it. This was the big-
gest picnic we ever had. It sure was a
success. We hope to have many more
like it. We had many speakers from
different lodges, among them was Bro.
P. Godina from Chicago. He spoke in
Slovene and for the younger set in Eng-
lish. He sure is a good speaker. We
all hope that he will come to see us all
again real soon.

Best regards to all.

Anna Mihacic,
box 113, Windsor Hghts, W. Va.

A FIRST LETTER

Dear Editor and Readers:—

This is my first letter to the M. L.
I am eight years old. My mother gave
me a party for my birthday. I am going
to Roosevelt school. My teacher’s name
is Miss Apple. I enjoy school very
much. Our vacation started June 1. I
like to read the M. L. We have very
hot days. I shall write more next time.

Best wishes to all,

Henry Gorjanc,
19806 Pawnee ave., Cleveland, O.

* ¥

IN A MUSEUM
Dear Editor:—

School was out June 1. I was prom-
oted to the 7th grade. We went to Trini-
dad for our picnic to Kit Carson park.
We also went to a museum. We saw
Palsentine seed and half-handers; Kit
Carson’s suit; Dick Wooden’s wreath,
all kinds of flowers; Black Jack’s
picture, how he was hanged because he
robbed trains and banks; guns and old
wringer and piano.
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The girl that showed us these things
took us into another room where her
great grandmother raised flax and
wove bedspread in 1882. A man wanted
to buy the two bedspreads for $500, but
she said it was “too cheap.”

We saw an old spinning wheel, and
the first chair made in Colorado out of
pine wood, an old log where Trinidad
was first started by a Mexican. A
quilt made in 1822, a hoop for little
girls’ shirts, and all kinds of money
bills. There were two trees that had
been cut down and turned to rock.

Pueblo celebrated the 30th anniver-
sary of the SNPJ and we wanted to go
but the mine was going to work the
next day. I bet we sure did miss a good
time.

We ate dandelions a lot of times at
Pauline Novak’s. I like to bake a cake
for A. P. but it’s more fun eating it.

I want to thank all that think my let-
ters are good. In Japan and China, if
a Chinese makes something pretty and
another praises his work, he’ll say, “O,
don’t praise my work, it’s not good.”
I don’t believe in that. This isn’'t my
first letter nor my last.

Best regards to all.

Julia M. Slavec, box 63, Moxley, Colo.

* %

VACATION TIME—PLENTY TIME
Dear Editor:—

Now that vacation has come, I have
plenty of time to write to our wonder-
ful Magazine.

Our school ended June 15. We had
a 9-A class play and party. At the
party we played bunco, ate a little lunch
and then danced. Many prizes were
given, but T was unfortunate and didn’t
get any prize.

The choir girls gave a minstrel show.
It was a huge success. We made sev-
enty dollars.

Our girl scouts went for a hike to
Jacobaus Park. We cooked our dinner
out there and stayed all day. We came
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home late in the afternoon very tired
from the long hike. I enjoy belonging
to the girl scouts and would like to know
if there are other girl scouts belonging
to the SNPJ.

My brother, Albin, went to the CCC
camps. He is at camp Blue Lake, in
Minaqua, Wisconsin. He likes it there
very much and has been there two
months already. z

Today we are having rain,
need it for the crops.

I wish the Editor and the Members
have a nice vacation,

A Jolly Allis Member,

Yousty Yamnik,
1011 So. 62nd st., West Allis, Wis.

* £

SNPJ 30th BIRTHDAY
Dear Editor:—

On Decoration day I spent my time at
Collinsburg, where an entertaining
program was presented by Westmore-
land County SNPJ Federation. There
was a terrific heat but the program was
worth seeing. The “30 years of SNPJ”
was very interesting. Vincent Cainkar
was the guest speaker, with Podboy
pinch-hitting for Zornik, because of lat-
ter’s absence. Savica Singing Society
sang several songs, and two Slovene
plays were presented—“Zivela zdrava
kri” and “Grobovi bodo izpregovorili.”
Both plays were well given. In the eve-
ning Leo Zornik’s orchestra furnished
the music.

We sure

Here is a poem:

Sweet flowers that are wreathing,
Our tribute shall pay,

While tender songs are breathing,
Our love and praise today.

We love to hear their story,
Their courage to tell.

They share SNPJ's glory,

Who love and serve her well.

Best regards to all!
Rose Klun, box 45, Lowber, Pa.
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SUMMER IS HERE!
Dear Editor and Readers:—

In the previous issues of the M. L.’s
“Chatter Corner,” there were many let-
ters saying that “Spring is here.” Well,
here is another enjoyable season called
Summer.

On June 17 we took an auto trip to
Geneva, Ohio, which is approximately
45 miles from Cleveland. There were
ten people in the car, so we certainly
were packed. We could scarcely wait
until we reached our destination. We
passed through Willowby, Mentor and
Painesville, then we finally entered Ge-
neva.

A number of Sundays ago Lodge No.
5, SNPJ, gave a picnic and celebrated
the 30th anniversary of the SNPJ.

Here are a few riddles which I would
like to have published:

What has three feet and can’t walk?
—(Ans.) A yard stick.

What walks on its head?—(Ans.)
A nail in the shoe.

This is all I am going to write for this
issue, since I am also writing a letter
in Slovene.

Best regards to the Editor and Read-
ers. Audrey Maslo,

14904 Pepper ave., Cleveland, O.

* *

OUR DOINGS

Dear Editor and Readers:—

From June 8 to Sept. 4 we have vaca-
tion here in Eveleth, Minnesota.

I haven't any answer to the letter 1
wrote to Frances Zelnick; I wish she
would answer soon. 1 knew I waited a
long time to answer, but I'm waiting
to hear from her.

I wish some boys and girls would
write to me. I would be glad to answer
them.

Fourth of July is here. There will be
a parade for the children to enter and
be dressed in dilapidated, torn dresses
and ornaments. We usually got 50¢ in
the parade, then 35¢, 25¢c and now I
don’t know how much they're going to
give,
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I haven’t anything more to say that
I can think of right now, but I'll write
more next time on a topic about our
“Fourth of July.”

Lots of love to the Editor and Read-

ers. Margaret June Drobnich,
306 B avenue, Eveleth, Minn.

* %

I AM NOT ASLEEP
Dear Editor:—

I am writing a few lines to let you
know that T am not asleep. 1 am 12
vears old and in the seventh grade. I
have 3 teachers. Their names are:
Miss Lorretta Burke, Miss May Burke,
and Miss Armstrong.

There are five members beside me in
the family: My sister and my two
brothers and I belong to the SNPJ
Lodge No. 559. That is all this time.

Anne Chavich,
1518 Fullerton ave., Chicago, Ill.

* * »*

LODGE NO. 254

Dear Editor and Readers:—

This is my first letter to the M. L.
which T like to read very much. Our
school was out May 1. T am 14 years
old and graduated from the eighth
grade. My teacher’s name is Mr. Stine
and he was very good to me.

There are 6 of us in our family and
we all belong to SNPJ Lodge No. 254,
I wish some of the members in Johns-
town would write to the M. L, There
were many good letters in last month’s
issue. This is all 1T have to write for
this time. Sally Middler,

R. D. 2, box 107, Johnstown, Pa.

Little Rosalie, a first-grader, walk-
ing with her mother spoke to a small
boy.

“His name is Jimmy and he is in my
grade,” she explained.

“What'’s the little boy’s last name?”
her mother asked.

“His whole name”, said Rosalie, “is
Jimmy Sitdown, that’s what the teach-
er calls him.”
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The Worn Out Farm

E NCOMPASSED by a wilderness of briar and thorn,
Its garden over-run by noisome weeds,

The home *round which glad children played

Stands all a~wreck and ruin claim it for his own.

The toppling chimney tells of home-fires dead;
The shattered pane, of light that failed;

The unhinged door unto the broken heartstone
Now admits the ghosts of those forever gone.

Of eruel tragedy the ruin speaks,

Of blighted hopes, of unrequitted toil;
And he who for the cause or reason seeks
Needs but to ask the worn-out barren soil.

The fields, once fruitful and benign,

Sparse weeds now yield where once grew golden grain;
Their guttered furrows of old age—the sign

That points where all their youth and strength have gone.

“Man marks the earth with ruin,” sang the bard,
A ruin that engulfs him and his own;

Escape it yet he may by striving hard,

With knowledge as the saving power alone.

Oh, foolish man of high or low estate,
Through ignorance or lack of vision clear,
Destroying his most precious heritage,
Destroying his Hereafter and his Here!

Up, valiant souls who know the race’s need,
Proclaim the truth and faint not while you toil;
Write plain the words where all who run may read:
The Nation’s life-blood springs from out the soil.

—“M. P.”

Short Story:—The owner of a mid-
get car drove to a filling station and
asked for a pint of gas and two ounces
of oil. “Okay”, said the attendant.
“Now would you like to have me sneeze
in the tires?”

Those Long Waits—A statistical
hound reports that the time Americans
spend each day waiting for red lights
to turn green amounts to 35 years.

Yes, and if you are in a hurry it seems
longer than that.



