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ANNA P. KRASNA

ZAKLJUCKI

GLEI)AL je roko mali in doznal,
da je na vsako travico
mal draguljcek pal —
da je bilo vse kakor trepetajoci niz,
ki se more vsak hip razliti —
a se ni — pa je uganil:
To je vse nabrano na nevidni niti! —

Bdel je ob cvetkah, da vidi
kako zaspijo,
kako svoje neine listke
v rosne sanje sklopijo —
A prisel je stric Sen
in mu z mehkimi prsti zakril o¢i —
On pa le trdi:
Vse bi bil videl, da mi ni spanec ukral noéi!

Stel je zvezde in menil,
da bo skoro éez vse nebo,
lco so mu nenadno zamigljale
spet nove v oko.
Zaéel je znova, a se je igra ponovila,
in mali je zakljuéil:
Dostel bi, ¢e bi ¢akal, da bi se zadnja utrnila!

DETE JOKA

-VA, uva, va—! Saj gre ze vsem sosedom na Zivce
Uboga mati, ki ji dete takole ¢eblja. in do srca —
Dan, dva, tri, A ona hodi, hodi,
vmes pa so Se noci, pol poje in pol thii:
ko hodi, hodi, hodzi, tolaZi Ne jokaj mali, saj mamica ve,

in se boji.

kako je to hudo, kako boli . . .

U-va, u-va, va—!
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Rdece jagode

(Pripovedka.)

NEKI deklici je umrla mati. Zbolel je

tudi oe. Héerka mu je stregla, ko-
likor je vedla in znala, toda bolniku ni
odleglo.

“Oh, ko bi Se docakal jagod,” je vzdi-
hnil nekega dne, “zdi se mi, da bi me
ozdravile.”

Héerka je takoj poiskala na tihem jer-
baséek ter se odpravila proti gozdu iskat
jagod. Bilo pa je Se rano v spomladi.
Ko je prisla do potoéka ob gozdu, je bi-
lo vse polno zelenja. Revica je drgetala.
Vsled obupa je zacela glasno jokati.

Tedaj ji je polozil nekdo roko na ra-
mo. Prestrasena se je deklica ozrla.
Pred njo je stala prekrasna Zena, ovita
v sneznobelo tanéico. Pogledala je dekli-
co tako milo, da ji je preSel takoj ves
strah.

“Kaj delas, otrok, tukaj?” je vprasala
ljubeznivo. Deklica pa ji je potozila:
“Oh, atek so mi bolni in samo jagode bi
jih ozdravele — — —"’

“Pojdi z mano!” je rekla bela Zena,
“pokazem ti jih.”

Sli sta skozi gozd in prisli sta v pre-
lepo nolinico. V tej dolinici je bilo lepo

in solnce je sijalo tako toplo, da je po-
stajalo deklici vroce.

“Evo jih!” je rekla Zena in pokazala
na zlozno pobocje, ki je bilo vse rdece
samih zrelih jagod.

V tistem trenotku je izginila. De-
klica je nabrala kmalu poln jerbascek
najlep&ih jagod in se odpravila domov.
Ko je 8la nazaj, se ji je zdelo, da jo ne-
se veter, kmalu je bila doma.

Kako se je zacudil bolnik, ko je za-
gledal jagode, ki jih je tako sréno ze-
lel. Héerka mu je natanko pripovedo-
vala, kako ji je pomagala bela Zena.

“Oh, to je bila Vila!” je zaklical oce.
“Vile stanujejo ob gorskih potokih. Do-
bre so dobrim ljudem, zlasti nedolznim
otrokom, ki Ijubijo starse. Srec¢na si,
da si jo videla!”

Uzil je polovico jagod, a polovico si je
hranil za drugi dan. Ko pa je drugo ju-
tro vzel jerbascéek v roko, je bil zopet
poln.

To se je ponavljalo tako dolgo, da je
oCe popolnoma ozdravel.

In oCe in héerka sta sre¢no skupaj zZi-
vela.

Cebele

LI SI bil Ze pri ¢ebelnjaku? Le sto-
pi tja, toda pazi, da te Cebele ne
opikajo! Glej kako Zivahno preletava-
jo! Ene hite iz panjev, druge pa se vra-
¢ajo z rumenimi, rdec¢imi ali belimi hleb-
¢ki na zadnjih nozicah. Ti hlebéki so
cvetni prah ali obnozina. Cebele tudi li-
%ejo iz evetov sladak sok (nektar), ki ga
v svojem zelodéku predelajo v med in
izlivajo v celice satja. Ali si Ze jedel
med? KakSen okus ima? Satje je iz
voska, ki ga ¢ebele izcejajo izpod obroé-
kov zadka. Iz voska se delajo vo3cene
svece.
Vsak panj ima po eno matico. Ta le-

7e jajceca v celice. Iz jajéec se izvale v
treh dneh li¢inke, ki jih Cebele pridno
pitajo. Licinke se izpremene Cez teden
dni v bube, iz katerih izlezejo ¢ez enajst
dni mlade ¢ebelice. Preden pa je zalega
godna, izleti stara matica s trumo cebel
iz panja. Pravimo, da ¢ebele rojijo. Roj
se vsede navadno na kako vejo. Cebe-
lar ga ogrebe in vsadi v prazen panj, kjer
se zacne zopet novo delo.

Poleg ¢ebel in matice se zarede v pa-
nju tudi debeli troti, ki samo lenuharijo
in Zro med. Delavne ¢éebele se kmalu na-
velicajo teh lenuhov in jih pomecejo iz
panjev, kjer poginejo gladu.
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Ivan Cankar:
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Pot v gozd

B CETRTKIH je hodil Lenart v gozd
po suha drva. Pot je drzala mimo
razpadle kapelice, nato skozi temno glo-
bel, obokano z visokim, koSato razraslim
led¢evjem in zastraZeno s temnim robi-
dovjem, ki je iztegalo in kriZalo svoje
tenke, dolge veje od obeh strani. Ob de-
zevnem Casu je tekel potok po tej glo-
beli ter se pod kapelico porazgubil in po-
tuhnil v jarke in kotline. Poleti se je
udirala noga v izpran, gladek pesek; le v
hladnih kotih, kamor ni seglo solnce, so
ostale blatne luZe. Iz globeli se je vzpel
kolovoz visoko v klanec, vil se je po gra-
pavi, pusti rebri, nazadnje pa se izgubil
kakor potok, se razcepil v steze, ki so
blodile kriZem po kamenju in grmicev-
ju, mimo Zivih mej in podrtih plotov ter
potonile po zapuscenih lazih. Nad pus-
¢avo so Sumeli bukovi gozdi.

Ko je stopil Lenart v gozd, mu je bilo
sladko in milo, kakor da je stopil v toplo
izbo svojega pravega doma. Slisal je in
vedel, kaj je v svojem koSatem vrhu pri-
povedovala izkuSena bukev, razloéil je
poboZno molitev smreke, v neko zamak-
njene. Svojo govorico sta govorili robida
in malina, po svoje je Sepetala visoka
praprot. Nad svetlim obronkom kraj
gozda so se zibali metulji. Veverica se
ni plasila, ¢e je stopil na suho dracje.
Postala je na veji, vzdignila glavo in ko-
Sati rep, gledala nanj z razposajenimi,
¢rnimi o¢mi, vabila ga v visave, na vese-
li ples med vejami. Zajec je huSknil
izza grma, postrigel z uSesi, potresel z
belim smrékom ter se napravil skokoma
na svojo laéno pot. Gosposko je stopala
srna po rebri nizdol proti studencu ; spo-
toma se je ozrla z velikim, jasnoZare¢im
pogledom naravnost nanj.

Poletje

OLNCE pripeka. Tako je soparno, da
komaj dihamo. Lastovke letajo niz-
ko. Na zapadu vstajajo sivi oblaki. Iz
daljine se ¢uje grmenje in freskanje.
Temni se. Ponebu $vigajo ognjene kace.
Vihar tuli. Cerkovnik hiti obzvanjat,
ker se pripravlja k nevihti. Ljudje so
v strahu. DeZ se vlije in napoji Zejno
prirodo. Uvele rastline se zopet poZive
in veselo rastejo dalje.

Sredi poletja smo. Dnevi so dolgi,
no¢i pa kratke. Ljudje navsezgodaj
vstajajo in odhajajo na delo. Znoj jim
tete po Celu. Vrocée je, da nikoli tega.
Za odpocitek si poiS¢ejo senco. Sedejo
ali leZejo pod drevo ali grm. V senci je
hladno. Prijetno bi bilo, da ni toliko
muh in music. Sitne so, ker nam ne da-
jo miru.

Po zraku letajo pisani metulji. Dec-
kom so vieé, zato jih lovijo. Zito na po-

Iju rumeni in zori. Klasje je videti pol-
no, obeta se nam torej dobra Zetev. Tra-
va je Ze visoka in kosci jo kosijo. To
je veselja na travniku in poljh! Cresnje
in jagode so zrele. Otroci jih Ze komaj
¢akajo.

Poleti imamo pocitnice. Med pocitni-
cami se hodimo kopat. Mes¢ani gredo
radi na kmete ali pa v hribe. Zarana
zjutraj jih sre¢avamo v turistovski oble-
ki. Na ramah imajo nahrbtnik, v roki
debelo zakrivljeno gorjaéo ali cepin, na
nogah pa podkovane moéne gorske cev-
lje. Kam se jim neki tako mudi? Briz-
kone na planine, kjer bodo trgali naskal-
ne o¢nice ali planinke in Zivobojen sleé,
videli divje koze in uzivali lep razgled.
Plansarji jim postrezejo s sladkim mle-
kom, s teénim sirom in z dobrim siro-
vim maslom ter s smetano. Zelimo jim
kar najve¢ zabave in veselja v jasnih
viSavah!
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KRAVICA PRODANA

DRAVA, sivka, sreéno hodi, milo me tako ne glej!
Pridna kakor tukaj bodi, kjer Zivela si poslej.

Pridna kravica si bila, mirno v hlevu stala si,
malo klaje si dobila, mleka dosti dala si.

Modra bila si na pasi, ne uhajala drugam,
teléka si poleti vsako leto dala nam.

Enkrat Se poglej prijazno, preden te odtod Zené!
0, kako bo v hlevu prazno, ko zdaj tebe ve¢ ne bo!

MAVRICA

BISERNA lestva se spenja v oblak,
spusca se onkraj na zemeljski tlak,

mavrice pisena, visoki prestol!

Vile hodijo gor in pa dol,

zlate kropilnice v rokah drze,

zemljo prezejno hlade in poje.

Gori na stolu pa dezek sedi,

kapljici vsaki on sreco deli:

Pade na polje — rodi zelenjad,

kane na drevje — obilen da sad.

kaplje na njivi — da zito zlato

kaplja na trti — pa vince sladko.

Sreca se spuscéa na sleherno stvar,

kadar zaliva deZevni vrinar.

S. G.
LOVCEV RAJ
ZELENI gozd je lovcev raj, Studenec iz skalin kipi,
raj krasen ves je gozd, vrvi tja v temni gozd,
frée tam ptice s kraja v kraj po drevju listje, ¢uj, Sumi,
in hvalijo svoj gozd. Sumi, vrsi ves gozd.

0Oj pticji glas, oj Sum vode,
in tvoj Sepet, oj gozd!

to dviga lovéevo srce,

da ljubi tebe, gozd!



Courtesy of *Proletarec”

B. M. BECCI Perice
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IVAN VUK

1. Preslica in praprot
Tako mi je pripovedovala babica:

EKOC v starih &asih, ko je zemlja bi-

la Se ovita v sramezljivi pajcolan o-
blakov in je bilo tako toplo, da je bilo vse
na zemlji in v vodi mehkuZno, rastlo pa
na veliko in visoko, je bila praprot in
preslica veliko drevo. Ve&je kakor so
nafe smreke danes. Pili sta obe sonéno
toploto z velikimi poZirki in rasli kakor
babilonski stolp, da bi lahko pogledali
v nebesa. Ker pa vse sonéne toplote in
njenih Zarkov nista mogla porabiti, sta
shranjevali preostanke v svojih shram-
bah, v debelem, ogromnem deblu, v ko-
reninah in ¢lenkih. In &e se je zgodilo,
da sonce ni kateri dan precej zasijalo,
ko sta se zbudila, je bila praprot neje-
voljna in je godrnjala in zmerjala son-
ce:

— Zakaj te ni bilo? .
sem la¢na? . ..

Preslica pa je stokala:

— Jako slaba se zdim, ko te ni, son-
ce.

Sonce se je opravictevalo:

— Kaj nista videli, da mi je gosta
megla branila sijati? Kaj nista cuti-
li, da sem tisto gosto, debelo, vlaZno
meglo pojilo s svojimi Zarki tako mo-
tno, da sta vidve lahko srkali iz nje-
ne vlage sok mojih Zarkov?

In preslica in praprot sta videli, da
sta delala soncu krivico,

Sonce pa je Se reklo:

— PozreSni sta. Nikoli vama ni do-
volj. Zato bom sijalo zdaj Se molne-
je. Vendar nefem nositi odgovornosti.
Kajti ¢im bolj bom sijalo, tem prej se
posusi zemlja. Kaj bo potem z vama?

— Kaj, ¢e se posusi?

— Zgodi se lahko, je reklo sonce, da
se tako posuSena zemlja skréi, stisne v
svoji skorji, strese in odpre, ti praprot

. . Ne ves, da

in ti preslica pa strmoglavita v ogrom-

ne prepade, ki vaju pokopljejo.
Praprot se je nasmejala, pa tudi pre-

slica se je smejala. — Velika sem in

mogoéna. Ne bojim se prepadov. Le
poglej me. To moje moéno in ogrom-
no deblo. To moje visino?

— In mene? je rekla vmes preslica.
Ni¢ nisem slabSa od praproti. Veliki
sva in moéni. Ti, sonce, pa sijaj, zakaj
la¢ni sva.

In sonce je sijalo. Vedno bolj, vedno
bolj ognjeno. Praprot in preslica pa
sta v svojem ogromnem steblu kopici-
li sonéne Zarke, da bodo za rezervo, &e
bi priSel &rni dan. Veliko bogastva sta
nakopi¢ili v svojih deblih preslica in
praprot.

Ali zgodilo se je nekega dne, kakor
je prerokovalo sonce. Zemlja se je od
vedno trajajote vroéine suSila. Vleklo
jo je skupaj. Nastajala je trdnejsa
skorja na nji. Ta skorja je zacela po-
kati, popuséati. Nastajali so prepadi. In
nekot¢ se je kréevito stresla, kajti mu-
¢ila jo je mrzlica. Vztrepetala je s stra-
gnim trepetom, podzemeljski ognji so
§inili iz nje. Dvignile so se silne ze-
meljske plasti kakor valovi razdrazene-
ga morja. Zakolebali so in se zrusili v
prepade. S seboj pa so strmoglavili ce-
le gozdove praproti in preslic. Pokopali
so jih v svojem osréju. Preko njih je
bila zemlja in je rastla trava in kame-
nje jih je pokrivalo.

Nikdo veé ni vedel, kje so ogromni
gozdovi praproti in preslice in kaj je
z njimi.

Sonce, ko je zopet posijalo in pogle-
dalo na zemljo, je reklo samo pri sebi:

— Svarilo sem tisti pragozd prapro.i
in preslice. Ali bil je o%aben in ni ve-
rjel.
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Praprot in preslica pa sta lezali v
globoki zemlji stisnjeni, zmeckani, zlo-
mljeni, pod strasno teZo. Nista mogli
ve¢ niti dihati, Dusili sta se in one-
meli. Njuno telo je zacelo polagoma
postajati kakor kamen. Ker ni bilo zra-
ka, je td kamen — nekdanja preslica in
praprot — zacel postajati rjav, potem
¢rn in naposled ¢rn kakor kristal.

Tisocletja so potekla.

Zemlja se je Se bolje strdila. Zacela
je roditi drugacéna drevesa, drugaéne
rastline in tudi ptice so zacele letati po
zraku.

Dolgo potem, ko se je ustanovilo Ziv-
ljenje na zemlji v danadnji obliki, so
ljudje, ki jim je bila povrSina zemlje
premajhna, vrtali v zemljo, da bi nasi-
tili svojo radovednost in pogledali, kaj
je pod zemljo in Ce je kaj takega, kar
bi dalo koristi ¢loveku, zasluZek in bo-
gastvo, da se vzame in izkoplje.

In tako se je zgodilo, da so svedri in
lopate zadele na trd, motno se blesceci
érni in rjavkasti kamen. Ko so ga do-
bro ogledali, so opazili, da ni kamen, ka-
kor je kamenje, temveé je nekak&na
shramba mnogih sonénih zarkov, nako-
pi¢enih v tak$ni mnoZini, ki je dosedaj
Se niso poznali.

Ko so poskusali te nakopi¢ene soné-
ne zarke osvoboditi in so zaZgali ¢érni
kamen, je oddajal sonéne Zarke v taks-
ni toploti, da so se ljudje prijetno gre-
li, da so vrteli celo moéne stroje in hi-
treje kakor roke ¢lovekove. Se veé. Ti
sonéni zarki, shranjeni v teh ¢érnih ka-
menih srambah, so razgibali ves svet.
Zdaj gonijo neStete in ogromne stroje,
dirjajo z neStetimi vozovi po cestah,
svetijo po noti kakor sonce, kuhajo, pe-
¢ejo, da bi ¢lovek vec ne mogel biti brez
njih.

Kakor vidite, je koncéala babica, je
oSabnost praproti in preslice rodila ka-
zen. In ta kazen je rodila zopet bla-
goslov ¢loveku, ki je nalel te skrite
sonéne Zarke in jih osvobaja v svojo
korist in blagostanje. Iz tega vidite, da
kazen za kak greh ni nekaj, kar bi uni-
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¢evalo. Kazen je samo oster opomin, iz
katerega zopet vznikne dobrota.

— Kdo pa ti je pripovedoval to zgod-
bo, babica, sem vprasal.

— Slisala sem jo neko¢, ko sem bila
Se mlada, ko je na kresno noé pripo-
vedoval to svojo zgodbo kos premoga
bukovemu polenu.

— Kako bi jaz lahko kaj takega sli-
Sal, sem s hrepenenjem zaprosil.

— To pa je tezko, je rekla babica. Ti-
sti, ki ima praprotno seme na kresni ve-
cer, slisi, kako se pogovarjajo takrat
vse stvari. To pa je tezko dobiti, a do-
biti ga mora$ tako, da ne bos vedel zanj.

— Kako, da ne bom vedel zanj? sem
se zacudil. Kako pa naj potem vem, da
lahko poslusam?

Babica se je nasmejala in rekla:

— No, poslu8aj, povedala ti bom Se
eno zgodbo.

2. Praprotno seme

Moj oce, tvoj pradedek, je véasi rad
pogledal v kozarec. Takrat, ko je neko-
liko globlje, kakor je bil vajen, pogle-
dal vanj, je dozivljal ¢udovite reci, ka-
kor nam je potem pripovedoval. In ta-
ko se je zgodilo, da je pogledal malo
preveé v kozarec tisti dan pred kresnim
veterom. Zamudil se je pri vinu v svo-
jem hramu precej v noé. Ko je Sel do-
mov, je moral skozi precej dolg gozd.
Imel je navado, ko je tako Sel po goz-
du, da si je vedno natrgal nekaj pra-
proti, ki je rastla ob poti skozi gozd. In
tako je bilo tudi to noé.

Ko gre tako po gozdu s praprotjo v
rokah in je prisel ob parobek, kjer bilo
na eni strani polje, je zaslisal, kako se
tam izza valovelega Zita-rzi, pSenice in
je¢mena nekdo pogovarja.

Obstal je in poslusal.

— Ti, jetmen,” je klicali iz rZi.
se mi, da bo8 kmalu dozorel, kaj?

— Da, je odgovorilo iz jeémena. —
Kmalu. Gospodinja Ze hodi gledat, ¢e je
moje klasje ze dovolj tezko in zlato.

— Da, da, je odgovorilo iz rzi. — Tu-
di k meni pogleda, ¢eprav Se cvetem,

Tam od pSenice pa je reklo:

Zdi
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— Mimo mene pa kar gre. Tako po-
strani me samo pogleda. V¢asi se ma-
lo z roko dotakne mojega stebelca.

— Seveda, je odgovorilo iz rzi. —
Klasje Se je pri tebi komaj v zacetku,
zato Se nisi zanimiva.

— Kaj je ¢loveku vedno za klasje?
je vpraSala pSenica.

— 0, tudi stebelea, ali kakor pravi
¢lovek, slama, mu je cenjena. Zivino
krmi z njo, krije si hife. Ali glavno zanj
je klasje. V klasju je nasa mladost, Ziv-
ljenje nase, kateremu ¢lovek pravi, da je
zrnje.

— Zrnje? ... Kaj dela prav za prav s
tem nas$im zivljenjem, s to naso mlado-
stjo, z zrnjem? Saj to smo vendar mi?

— Mlada si Se, o pSenica, je rekel jec-
men. — Nase zivljenje, naSa mladost je
¢loveku potrebna, da zivi. NaSa usoda
je, da umremo, da zopet vzklijemo, ra-
stemo, evetimo, zorimo in se Zrtvujemo
za ¢loveka in Zivino.

— Kako zrtvujemo?

— Videla bo§, o pSenica, mene, je re-
kel je¢émen. — Potem bo3 videla rz. In
naposled bo§ prisla ti na vrsto. Prisle
bodo Zenjice. Gibéne, vesele, roznih lic
in moénih rok. Krepke Zene in lepa de-
kleta. Srpe bodo imele v rokah, ostro
nabrusene, pesmi na ustnih, lepo zvene-
¢e. Postavile se bodo v vrsto. Bele in
pisane rute na glavah bodo kakor okras
k prazniku naSega Zrtvovanja. Bele in
pisane bluze, v katerih bodo oblecene,
jih nam bodo kazale kakor vile, ki pri-
hajajo, da vzamejo naSo zZrtev. In za-
¢ele bodo zeti. Mene, rZ in tebe, o pSe-
nica. Ostro rezilo srpa bo odrezalo mo-
je, rzino in tvoje, o pSenica, stebelce.
In tako skupaj nas povezejo v snopje.
Zlozijo nas potem v krize in kopice, da
se posusimo in do konca dozorimo, na-
kar nas zapeljejo, ko bomo ¢isto mrtvi,
na gumno. Na gumnu pa nas z vso kru-
tostjo pretepejo z nalas¢ zato naprav-
ljenimi cepci. Mlatijo po nas, da vse zr-
nje iz klasja odpade in da se slama zme-
¢ka. Zdaj Ze ponekod imajo take stro-
je, ki pozirajo v svoja Zrela cele snope
nas, a ven leti Ze vse v svoje posode:

zrnje, plevel, slama. Te stroje pa goni
premog, ki je neko¢ rastel kot mogocéna
praprot in preslica. V njima so shran-
jeni soné¢ni zarki, ki zdaj osvobojeni go-
nijo stroje, da z vso besnostjo mlatijo
PO nas.

— Oh, strasno je to {trpljenje, je
vzdihnila pSenica.

— Da, stradno res, ali ker vemo, da
je to zivljenje ¢loveka, z lahkoto prena-
Samo in se rade Zrtvujemo.

— Cudno, je reklo zito. Ceprav nas
je nesSteto, so vendar mnogi in mnogi
ljudje lacéni.

— Tega tudi Se ne razumes, je rekel
jeémen. — Med ljudmi je namreé ne-
kaj takSnega, kar mi ne moremo razu-
meti. Namre¢ vsak hoce sam vse ime-
ti, pa cetudi mu ni potrebno. Vseeno
mu je, ¢e njegov socClovek tudi umira
od lakote ali drugega pomanjkanja. Ni¢
ne ‘da, z niCem ne pomaga. Tisti, ki je
zelo podjeten, ima zelo mnogo, drugi
pa, ki tega daru nima, nima ni¢. Med
ljudmi pa je tako, da tudi niso vsi na-
darjeni, da bi znali, kakor je treba u-
speSno grabiti.

— Zakaj se pa potem moramo za tak-
Sne Zrtvovati? je rekla pSenica.

— Oh, je rekel jeémen. — Tudi mene
to jezi. Pa kaj hocem. Pravijo, da je
postava taksna, da tisti, kdor zna, sme
jemati, kdor pa ne zna, naj nosi posle-
dice. In so zato tudi naredili taksSno po-
stavo, da ni preve¢ prepirov. To me
véasi tako jezi, da netem dobro obrodi-
ti. Kmet kolne, jaz se pa smejim. Tu-
di, ko vcasi tofa sklesti moje klasje.
pa tudi vaSe, se smejem. Zdaj grabi, si
mislim, mlatil me ne bos. Tudi jesti ti
ne bo letos treba, da bo% videl, kako je
tistim, ki nimajo za jesti. Ali ni¢ ne
pomaga. Tisti, ki pograbi skoraj vse
moje zrnje, pa tudi tvoje, rz in tvoje,
pSenica, ga proda za lep denar vseeno,
Cetudi njegov sosed, ki je revnejsi, gla-
duje.

— Cudne postave imajo ljudje, je re-
kla pSenica. — Ali ¢udno je tudi to, da
nas, ki ga zivimo, pretepa ali mlati, ka-
kor pravijo. Za dobrote nam daje cepec.
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— To je znacaj cloveka, je rekla rz. —
Kdor mu dobro stori, ga pretepa. — Ali,
o pSenica, to, da nas mlati, Se ni naj-
hujse.

— Kaj je Se tega vel?

— 0O, seve, je rekel jetmen. — Ko nas
izmlati, nas Se razgrne po rjuhi vse gole,
da nas sonce popolnoma oprazi.

— Strasno, strasno!

— Ko smo tako opraZene, to je Cisto
osuSene, nas nasuje v vrece. In tako
nas z vrec¢ami odpelje v mlin.

— Kaj pa v mlinu?

— Tam nas vsujejo med mlinske ka-
mene, ki se vrte tesno drug nad dru-
gim, nas pa, zrnje, zmeljejo v malo
manj kot na son¢ni prah. In iz cevi le-
ti ven moka in otrobi.

— Oh, zakaj smo vzklili, rastli, zore-
li? Zakaj imamo klasje?

— Da, zdaj se ponosno zibljemo na
njivi, gledamo v nebo, pod nami pa se
smeje modriZ in kokolj. A v kratkem
bo iz nas beli prah-moka in rjave cun-
jice-otrobi.
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— Kaj pa delajo iz moke?

— Iz moke se pece kruh. To je zivilo,
brez katerega ¢lovek ne more zZiveti, Ta
prah namreé¢ zmesijo z vodo ali z mle-
kom, kakSen kruh paé hoéejo imeti.
Tako zmesen prah se imenuje testo. Je
to tako zmeseno testo podobno telesu
cloveka. Zvalijo ga v kolace, zakurijo
pe¢, da je kakor pekel in posade te ko-
lace-testo v ped.

— V pec?

— Da, v razbeljeno pe¢. Tako nas ob-
jame straSen ogenj in nas spremeni v
kruh in pecivo.

S * *

Tako je posluSal moj oce, kako so se
v kresni noc¢i pogovarjali je¢men, rz in
pSenica, je koncala babica.

— Kaj je imel praprotovo seme? sem
vprasal.

— Da, imel ga je. A sam ni vedel za-
to. Takrat, ko si je utrgal praprot, je
bila ena, ki je imela bas seme. In
tako je lahko slisal pogovor na kresno
noc.

- -

O skopulji

K O STA Se hodila po svetu Peter
in njegov tovaro§ Pavel, je Zivela
skopa Zenica Suholja. Za vsako paro
se je tresla. Vsakega beraca je od-
podila od hiSe. Kadar pa je zopet
naskoparila nov cekin, tedaj je Sla in
odvezala nogavico, ki jo je imela vedno
skrito pod zglavjem. Trepetaje in var-
no je spustila vanjo novi cekin. Nekoé
pa pridela Peter in Pavel tudi mimo
njene koce. Takrat pa je bila sko-
pulja bas nekoliko bolna in je lezala na
postelji. Silno se prestrasi, ko zaslisi
trkanje od zunaj. Hitro hoce skriti svo-
jo ljubo nogavico, toda v tem pa ze vsto-
pi Peter in jo zacne prositi daru.
“Kje ga bom pa vzela!” zagodrnja
starka. -
“Ali tudi nobenega kosc¢ka kruha ni-
mas?” jo vprasa Peter, “midva sva ja-

Z N0gavico

ko zdelana.
poti!”
“Tudi kruha nimam,” zarené¢i staru-
ha, ‘““saj vesta, da bolezen vse poZre.”
“Res je!” pravi nato Peter Zalosten,
bolezen vse poZre. Morda imas vendar

kaj drugega. Glej, kaj pa imas v tej
nogaviei?”

Ves bozji dan sva Ze na

“Eh, to so same luskine?”

Ko sta tovarisa odsla, se je zvito
zasmejala hudobna starka, ¢eS, pa sem
vaju opeharila. In hitro razveze svojo
ljubo nogavico, da bi prestela svetle ce-
kin¢ke. Toda joj! V nogaviei ni bilo
ni¢ veé¢ cekinov, ampak samo bele luski-
ne so bile v njej. Tako je laznica sama
sebe opeharila. Pravijo, da se ji je od
zalosti in strahu kar zavrtelo v glavi.

Dragotin Kette.
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Nozicek

B REZNIKOV Francek je dobil za god

lep nozi¢ek s kos¢enim rogom in
dvema reziloma. Ko ga je drugi dan ka-
zal soucencem, ga je marsikateri zavi-
dal, zlasti Podlesnikov Ivanéek. In kako
ne bi! Saj si na svetu ni nicesar bolj
zelel ko tako orodje! Kolikokrat je opa-
zoval v vaski prodajalnici razne nozic-
ke, ki so bili pritrjeni na konénicah Ska-
tel v znamenje, da je posoda polna ta-
kih dragocenosti. Takrat se mu je zdel
trgovee najsrecénejsi na svetu.

In zdaj ima Breznikov Francek ravno
tak nozicek, kakor si ga je on v proda-
jalnici izbral — v mislih seveda!

Od tega trenutka ni imel Ivancéek vel
miru. Mislil je in mislil, kako bi prisel
do takega noza.

Nekega dne je opoldne pozabil Fran-
¢ek nozi¢ek v klopi. Tedaj je premotila
Ivanc¢ka izkuSnjava, da je iztegnil roko
in vtaknil nozicek v Zep.

Doma ni mogel nié¢ jesti, tako je bil
razburjen. Odhitel je od mize, da bi si
ogledal nozicek. Tudi rezati je poizkusil
z njim. Zelo v8e¢ mu je bil.

Toda videti ge ne sme nihée! Kam
naj ga skrije? Najprej ga je spravil v
vezi za omaro. Ker pa se je bal, da bi ga
tam utegnila najti mati, ga je ponesel v
hlev za jasli. Ko pa se mu tudi tam ni
zdel na varnem, ga je skril na podstre-
sje.

Tisti vecder Ivanéek ni mogel zaspati.
Valjal se je po postelji in zdihoval, Ve-
dno mu je bil pred oémi Breznikov
Francek. Zasmilil se mu je. Kdo ve, ka-
ko Zaluje za noZem!

Mati je mislila, da je sin¢ek bolan,
ker Ze opoldne ni bil ni¢ jedel. Vstala
je in mu potipala glavo. Zdela se ji je
vroca. Ivanéek pa je trdil, da mu ni nic,
prav nic.

Konéno je zaspal. A vso noé je imel o-
pravka z nesre¢nim nozem. Sanjalo se
mu je, da je hotel odrezati Sibo, pa si je
odrezal prst. V sanjah ga je tako zabo-
lelo, da je zakrical. Zopet se mu je sa-
njalo, da mu je v Soli zdrknil nozicek
skozi luknjo v Zepu na tla. Vsi soucenci,
ki so stali okoli njega, so zaceli vpiti:
“Ivancek je imel nozek, Ivancéek! Ukra-
del ga je!” ... Ivanéek ni vedel, kam bi
se dejal, tako ga je bilo sram. Tedaj se
je prebudil. Storil je trden sklep, da vr-
ne Francku nozicek.

Komaj je pri¢akoval jutra, Pohitel je
bolj rano ko navadno v Solo, tako da je
bil prvi v razredu. Hitro je potisnil no-
zek v Franc¢kovo klop.

Ko je priSel Franéek in naSel nozi-
¢ek, so mu zazarele o¢i od samega ve-
selja. Tudi Ivancku se je zdelo dobro.

Opoldne je jedel s slastjo in zveder je
zopet kakor navadno sladko zaspal.

L. Cernej.
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Krojacev sen

KDO SI Se nikdar ni zazelel, da bi po-

letel kot pti¢ ¢ez dolino in hrib, nad
plodonosnimi polji in zelenimi Sumami,
dale¢, daleé tja v Sirni svet — ko bi bi-
lo le mogoce?!

“Mogote je, mora biti!” je rekel kro-
ja¢ Groga sam pri sebi; “zakaj pa lah-
ko leti moja cenjena soseda Storklja, ki
tudi nima dosti drobnejsih nog kot jaz,
in njen kljun ni skoraj ni¢ daljsi kot

moj c¢astitljivi nos; samo par poStenih
perotnic rabim — potem pa le pozor, dra-
g1 mescéani!—ris-ras se vzdignem v zrak
med vaSim zacudenjem in strmenjem
— in Ze letim v daljavo z vetrom in o-
blaki.”

Cimdalje je krojaé¢ premisljal o tem
in ¢im pogosteje je opazoval iz svoje
male podstresne sobice lahkokrilo Stor-
kljo, kako se spusti s svojega visokega
domovanja tja doli v nizavo, ali kako
uc¢i mladice letati, toliko bolj preprican
3¢ postajal, da se mora z vztrajnostjo in
trdno voljo tudi njemu posreciti leteti vi-
soko v zraku — ravno tako kot ta Stor-
klja.

Zgodilo se je celo, da se mu je san-
jalo, da so mu zrastle peroti. Krasna
mesecna noc¢ je bila, ko se je dvignil v
zraéne visave. Globoko pod njim je le-
zala domaca pokrajina, kakor velika te-
mnozelena preproga. Toda, ko si je rav-
no hotel malo natanéneje ogledati to ¢a-
robno sliko — tresk! Sine ognjen Zarek
iz temnega oblaka nad njim in mu zaz-
ge perotnice, da je zacdel padati s ¢im-
dalje ve¢jo naglico, dokler se ni nena-
doma zbudil v svoji borni postelji. Ce
bi bil na§ kroja¢ praznoveren, bi sma-
tral te sanje za slabo znamenje; ampak
on ni verjel v vraze. Nemudoma je za-
¢el sestavljati letalni stroj ; ves svoj pro-
sti ¢as je posvetil temu delu.

S pomocéjo lesenih pal¢k in Zice, keo-"

koSjega perja in raznobarvnih krp, je
po dolgem, neumornem delu napravil

velike perotnice, ki so bile po svoji o-
bliki popolnoma podobne Storkljinim.
Pri tem tezavnem delu bi bil zelo sre-

¢en in zadovoljen, ko bi mu le vrabei ve-
dno ne nagajali. Kadar je delal svoj stroj
pri zaprtem oknu, je gotovo priletel kak
nepoklican vrabi€ in toliko ¢asa stopical
po prizidku pred oknom ter pri tem o-
bracal in vrtel svojo zvedavo glavico ne
levo in desno, dokler ni izvohal pravo
mesto, od koder je lahkq skozi &ipe opa-
zoval krojaca pri delu. Ce je opazil, da
se krojacu delo noce posretiti, je zacel od
veselja plesati po prizidku kot neumen
in kricati na vso moé:

“Cvi¢ — cvic!

s tvojimi perotnicami

ne bo nic!”

Ko so vrabei na sosednjih strehah éu-
li ta klic, so se seveda takoj pridruzili
s svojimi ‘ubranimi’ glasovi, tako da na-
zadnje ni bilo v celem mestecu niti ene
hiSe, s katere ne bi zveder kri¢ali mali
potepuhi: “Cvié-cvié! S krojacevimi pe-
rotnicami ne bo nié¢;” Kadar le ni hote-
lo biti konca temu zasmehovanju, je
krojaé pograbil svojo mero in z njo ves
razdrazen otepal po zraku, da bi prepo-
dil nagajivee; ti so se pa le Se hujse
smejali, tako da krojaéu ni ostalo dru-
gega kot zopet zapreti okno in sam pri
sebi godrnjati: “Le pocakajte, vi vrabei,
da bom gotov s strojem; to bodete zijali
zaCudenja, da vam bo sape zmanjkalo,
ko me bodete videli kriliti v zraku.”

In glej! kaj se je pripetilo. Ko se je
nekega vefera — kot obi¢ajno — vsedel
eden izmed Stevilnih vrabcev na kroja-
¢evo okno, da bi pokukal v sobo, je za-
pazil nekaj posebnega. Ogromen ptié,
kakorsnega ni Se nikdar videl, je letal
po krojacevi sobi: z mize na posteljo, s
postelje na klop pri peéi in od tam zopet
na mizo. Ej! v kakem strahu vam je ée-
‘pel vrabec, ki je bil sicer vedno tako pre-
drzen, tu na oknu! Perje se mu je So-
pirilo, ko je letel stradni pti¢ proti nje-
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mu. Kak pti¢ je to? je rojilo v njegovi
prestraseni glavici; v svojem strahu ni
spoznal krojaca. Kroja¢ je namrec do-
vriil svoj stroj in ga je sedaj preizkusal.
Ko je slu¢ajno ena perot udarilo ob Si-
po, da je kar zazvenketalo, je mali vo-
hun v smritnem strahu odletel k svojim
bratcem. Skrivnostno jim je zaupal, kak
nestvor je videl v krojacevi sobici. Cela
vrab&ja druhal je bilo nemalo vznemir-
jena; ni mogoce popisati, kako Zalostno
so priceli ¢ivkati, kako so skrbipolni te-
kali po strehah in zZlebovih, in kako so se
nazadnje poskrili v svojih skrivalis¢ih.
(e se ne bi %e tu in tam oglasil eden
ali drugi iz svoje luknje s poniznim
“evié!” bi si lahko mislil, da so se vsi
vrabei izselili v Kalamandrijo.

Toliko glasneje pa so se smejali in go-
vorili me&¢ani tam spodaj po ulicah in
hisah; od ust do ust je Sel glas: “Leti!
jutri bo letel.” — “Kdo leti?” so kricali
otroci, ki so v grucah tekali po ulicah
in upirali svoje radovedne o¢i proti ne-
bu, kjer se je tu in tam pokazal mal
oblacek. “Kroja¢ bo letel,” razlagajo
mamice otrokom, “pa ne sedaj. Jutri
to¢no ob dveh popoldne bo zletel iz svoje
podstresne sobice.” Kam bo letel, ni
nihce vedel povedati.

In res je bilo tako, kot so si ljudje
pripovedovali; ni pa zletel iz svoje so-
bice, ampak podal se je s svojo pripra-
vo okrog dveh popoldne na gri¢ tik Siro-
ke reke zunaj mesteca. NeStete mnozi-
ce ljudstva so se zbrale na malem hrib-
¢ku. Krojac si je privezal svoje velikan-
ske perotnice in se zaletel po strmem
bregu proti vrhu gri¢a, od koder bi se
imel zaceti njegov polet preko reke tja
v §irni svet.

“Glejte, glejte! Leti, res leti!” vzkli-
knejo zacudeni gledalei. Tu, ojej, za¢ne
nad junak — ko je sre¢no priletel nad
sredino reke — preobracati kozolce Vv
zraku, dokler nazadnje ne pade v globo-
ko in deroco reko. Gotovo bi utonil, a k
sreéi ga je neki ribi¢ pravoéasno pogra-
bil za perotnice in ga potegnil v svoj ¢ol-
ni¢, v katerem ga je zapeljal na obrezje.
Ko je stopil kroja¢ na suho, se je naj-
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prej otresel kot moker pes, nato pa jo je
z najvec¢jo naglico odkuril proti meste-
cu. Premocene peroti so se vlekle za
njim in puscale viden sled po ulicah;
vsa razposajena mestna mladez mu je
sledila tik za petami.

Ko so vrabei zaculi na ulicah vriska-
nje in razgrajanje otrok, so prisli zopet
na dan iz svojih skrivalisé, da bi videli,
kaj vse to pomeni. In ko so zagledali
krojaca, kako dirja proti svojemu sta-
novanju, s povesenimi perotmi in s silno
potrtim obrazom, se jih je zopet polotila
stara nagajivost, pa so zaceli kricati Se
glasneje kot pred dnevi:

“Civi¢c — civic!
Smo wvedno rekli,

Ak

da ne bo nic!

Samo eden je imel usmiljenje s kro-
jacem—=Storklja. Videla je s svojega vi-
sokega gnezda, kako se je ponesrecil
njegov poskus. Komaj se je truden in
potrt spustil na stol za mizo, je prilete-
la Storklja na okno, da bi ga soc¢utno po-
vprasala, kako se kaj pocuti. Prepricala
se je, da se ni kroja¢ ni¢ poskodoval pri
padecu, pa¢ pa je zgubil veselje do letan-
ja; tolazila ga je in hrabrila, ¢e§ da naj
ja ne neha s svojimi poskusi, ker da se
mu bo gotovo posrecilo, ¢e bo le vztra-
jal. :

Kaj je krojac¢ odgovoril na te prijaz-
ne nasvete, ni znano, kajti od onega ne-
srecnega dne je bil vedno zelo redkobe-
seden in je bil vefinoma vedno zaprt v
svoji mali sobici, — kakor kaka sova, ki
bezi pred dnevno svetlobo. Edino vrabei,
ki so kakor prej vedno skrivoma opazo-
vali kroja¢a v njegovi sobici, so skriv-
nostno pripovedovali, da Se vedno dela in
izboljSuje svoj stroj ter da veckrat leta
po sobi. — Leteti v daljni svet pa je po-
skusil nas kroja¢ samo enkrat — nikdar
vel kasneje.

Ali je vse to resnica? vprasas mladi
bralec. Mora Ze biti, kajti tako je zapi-
sano v starih kronikah.

Takrat so zasmehovali krojaca, ki je
bil prepri¢an, da tudi ljudje lahko letijo
kot ptiéi, ker se jim je zdelo to nemogo-
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¢e. Kako bi tisti ljudje odpirali o¢ v za-
¢udenju, ¢e bi videli naSe zrakoplove!
Kroja¢ Groga je bil sanja¢, — a njego-
ve sanje so se uresniéile, ¢etudi v neko-
liko drugacni obliki.

In danes marsikdo misli in sanja, Ce
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bi se ne dalo poleteti tja v neskonéni
prostor, na one bli¢ece zvezdice, ki nam
migljajo vsako no¢, kot da bi nas vabile
v goste. — Krojaceve sanje in Zelje so
se uresnicile zakaj bi naj naSe ne
postale resnica?!

EDWARD COBANE

Courtesy of Proletarec

Naloga
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DELAVSKA MATI

RAGI deéki in deklice! Za spremembo
vam bom povedal nekaj novega, dru-
gacénega. Povedal vam bom, kako je
trboveljski decek Miroslay v starem
kraju opisal svojo mater. Opis je

podoben nasim razmeram. Tukaj je:

Moja mati je delavska Zena. Ze pol leta
boleha. Bolezen jo je strla. Potrta in zamislje-
na hodi po sobi. Trudi se, da nasiti pet la¢nih
zelod¢kov, ki vedno silijo vanjo: “Mati kru-
ha!” Zveler, ko sanjamo v sladkem snu, sedi
ona pri dremotni svetilki in nam krpa obleko.
Breme, ki ga mati prenaSa, je bridko. Koliko
solz, ki ji grene Zivljenje, preto¢i mati. A nje-
na ljebezen je nedosegljiva. Vsako dejanje do-
seZe mati s svojo neizmerno ljubeznijo. Mati
si pritrga od svojih ust, samo, da nasiti laéne

kljunéke. Zjutraj je prva na nogah. Njena

ljubezen jo stane v mnogih primerih njen naj-
drazji zaklad—svoje Zivljenje.

Z zavestjo napora matere, hofem njen trud
pryrniti z vsemi mojimi silami. Moja prihod-
nost in ljubezen do nje, napravita v meni vtis
neizmerne blaZenosti, ki spremlja vsakega ¢lo-
veka, ki ljubi svojo mater. In kdo je ne lju-
bi!?

Mali Miroslav je podal natanéno sliko de-
lavske matere. Vsaka delavska mati, tako se-
veda tudi vasSa, gre skozi isto trpljenje. Po-
sebno je to res, kjer je v druZini veé otrok.
Ce oée dela in primerno zasluZi, ni slabo. Ako
mati ostane sama z otroci, se njene skrbi po-
stoterijo. Ubogajte svojo mater in ofeta in
pomagajte jima!

UREDNIK.

Mladi pevci se zahvaljujejo
' SNPJ

Dragi urednik! Sola je zaprla svoja
vrata in poéitnice so tu. Teh se veseli-
mo posebno mi otroci. Sedaj imamo do-
volj prostega Casa za igranje in rajanje.
Vse je zivo z otroci na prostem.

V dolZnost pa si Stejem, da nekaj te-
ga prostega Casa porabim tudi sebi v
korist, da se kaj nauéim.

Ze zadnji¢ sem na kratko porodala,
da smo se zelo lepo zabavali na konven-
¢énih prireditvah v Clevelandu. Konven-
cija SNPJ se je zakljuéila zadnji dni

v maju. Dne 21. maja se je vrsil kon-
cert mladinskih zborov v pocéast dele-
gaciji, Naslednji dan se je vrsil velik
banket in pa program. Del tega progra-
ma se je oddajal po radiu in mnogi ro-
jaki so ga sliSali v daljnih krajih Ame-
rike. Najprej smo nastopili na radio-
gramu mi, to je vsi nasi mladinski zbo-
ri. Peli smo z velikanskim veseljem in
naudusenjem. Ljudem se je naSe petje
zelo dopadlo. V Prosveti je bilo priobce-
nih mnogo pohvalnih dopisov. Vsi se ¢u-
dijo, kako moremo mi, ki smo Se tako
mladi, tako lepo peti slovenske pesmi.
Vse te pohvale in priznanja z vseh stra-
ni, ki so prihajala in Se prihajajo, so
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nam seveda dobrodo$la, ker so nam ob-
enem tudi v vzpodbudo.

Druga vesela novica je bila za nas to,
da je konvencija SNPJ podarila vsake-
mu mladinskemu zboru vsoto 50 dolar-
jev, poleg tega pa placala stroske kon-
certne prireditve. To je zelo lepo. Saj
pa mi je mama Se prej veckrat pripo-
vedovala, da je SNPJ vedno na strani
potrebnih ter da vselej pomaga napred-
nim kulturnim prizadevanjem. Tako
se je iskazala tudi sedaj.

V imenu nadega mladinskega zbora
“Skrjanc¢ki” klicem vsemu ¢lanstvu SN-
PJ in jednoti sami, kakor seveda tudi
delegatom: Najiskreneja zahvala vam
vsem za velikoduSsno priznanje in po-
moc¢! V nasih mladih srcih ne boste
nikdar pozabljeni! Clanstvu in SNPJ
zelim v bodoce Se ve¢ uspeha in napred-
ka!

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

* *
Poletno rajanje

Cenjeni urednik! Sedaj imamo Sol-
ske pocitnice in zato tudi mnogo vese-
lja. Imamo pa tudi dovolj c¢asa za cCita-
nje in pisanje.

Enajsta konvencija SNPJ je minila.
Pravijo, da je bila zelo mirna in da je
dosti dobrega sprejela. Posebno za nas,
tako tudi za stare ¢lane. To se zelo pri-
jetno slisi. Bomo videli kaj nam prine-
se bodoénost.

Na 31. maja sem 8la s starSi na pri-
reditev SNPJ v West Newton. SliSala
sem lepe govore in lepo petje. Videla
sem tudi lepo igro. Vsi smo bili zado-
voljni. Pa tudi v na8i naselbini smo i-
meli dne 5, junija veliko slavnost. Ta
je bila bolj domacega pomena. Namreé
25 letnica zakonskega Zivljenja Louisa
Podbevika in njegovo soproge. Pre-
senetili so ju njihovi sinovi in hdlere
ter sorodniki in prijatelji. Prislo je
mnogo ljudi in vsi so bili Zidane volje.
Veselili so se do ranega jutra. \

Dne 12. junija pa je naSe drustvo
683 SNPJ priredilo svoj piknik. Spet
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smo se dobro imeli in dobro zabavali.
Lepo pozdravljam vse bralce in dopi-
snike M. L.!
MARY POTISEK, Hutchinson, Pa.

* ki
Poletje in pocitnice

Dragi urednik! Najlepia Vam hvala
za popravke v dopisih, ki sva jih poslali
z mojo sestro Helen za aprilsko stevil-
ko Mladinskega Lista. Obenem pa se
moram zahvaliti tudi naSim starSem za
partijo k najinemu rojstnemu dnevu
dne 1. maja.

Potem pa je sledila druga partija, ko
je bila moja sestricna Mary Kinkela
stara 15 let dne 17. junija. Ona je edi-
na héerka v druzini in veselja na njen
rojstni dan je bilo obilo. Jaz sem v 14.
letu starosti.

Sedaj je poletje in pa Solske poéitni-
ce. Toliko ¢asa imamo, da se lahko svo-
bodno igramo od jutra do vedera, ka-
dar ni treba kaj doma pomagati. Nasa
majhna naselbina Windber se nahaja v
Johnstownski okolici. Tukaj je okrog
pet ali Sest primorskih druZin iz redke
okolice. Reka, kakor znano, spada se-
daj pod Italijo. V tej naselbini sta gra-
duirali dve streznici, Bertha Erpich,
¢lanica drustva 421, in Katherine Mo-
vri. Zelimo jima mnogo uspeha.

Obilo veselja in zabave Zelim vsem
deklicam in bralcem Mladinskega Lista!

MILDRED JORDAN,
1304 Jackson ave., Windber, Pa.

L4 =
Veselje na vrtu

Dragi urednik! Sola se je zakljuéila
in sedaj se veselimo kar se da. Saj pa
nam ni treba vsako jutro v olo. Prosti
smo vsega, le pomagati moramo pri do-
macem delu. Ampak delo ne Skoduje,
ker se kaj navadimo. Jaz pomagam mo-
jemu ocetu.

CeSnje so zrele in kmalu bo tudi o-
stalo sadje. Zelo lepo je na vrtu, kjer
je vse zeleno, sadno drevje pa bogato
obloZeno s sadjem. Na vrtu je tudi do-
sti drugega domacega pridelka.



240

Ko bodo te vrstice priobc¢ene v Mla-
dinskem Listu, nam bo ostal Se samo en
mesec pocitnic. Sola se bo pric¢ela takoj
po prazniku Labor day. Pa kdo bi se-
daj o tem mislil, saj bo Se itak prehi-
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tro prisel c¢as, da bomo morali spet v So-
lo. Zato pa koncujem in pozdravljam
Vas in vse decke in tudi deklice, ki be-
rejo M. L.!
JOSEPH ROTT.
18815 Chickasaw ave., Cleveland, O.

Jagodov cvet in soln¢ni Zarki

AGODOYV cvet, ki je stal blizu poto-

ka, ugleda v vodi svoj obraz in se
ga silno razveseli. Lepo okroglo lice in
rumeni ¢op na ¢elu se mu zdita kaj kra-
sna. “Kako lepa stvar sem!” zakli¢e in
se ogleduje od vseh strani ter zadovo-
ljno kima sam sebi se ¢udec.

Kar zapazi na oni strani potoka vilo,
ki je poprej ni videl. Vila povzdiguje
karajoce prst in rece: “Samemu sebi se
cuditi, ne vem, je li to lepo?”

Jagodov cvet se prestrasi, noge se mu
Sibe in v trepetu mu beli listi odlete z
glave. Najhitreje kar more, smukne v
grmovje; sram ga je.

To vidijo soléni Zarki z neba in se
spuste v goscavo. Cvet se ne more ni-
kamor skriti pred njim. Oni pa mu kli-
¢ejo: “Prepozno te je sram!”

In temna rudecica oblije poprej ble-
di jagodov cvet; osramocen povesi o¢i
ter pripogne do tal v zeleni plasé zavi-
to glavo.

Nikdar ne bodo jagode pozabile, da
so bile gizdav cvet. Vsaka prikriva
svoje zagorelo obli¢je in se Se vedno
sramuje pred solnénim pogledom.

STRUPENE JAGODE

Janezek najde v gozdu grmic z lepi-
mi ¢rnimi jagodami. “To so lepe éres-
nje”, si misli. Utrga jagodo in jo po-
zoblje. Ker se mu je zdela sladka in
dobra, jih pozoblje Se ve¢. Pa kmalu
¢uti, da mu ni dobro. V glavi se mu

zavrti, pred oémi mu je nekako temno,
da prav ne vidi in ves je omamljen.

To namreé¢ niso bile ¢resnje, ampak
strupene jagode. Iztezka je domov pri-
lezel. Doma pove odkritosréno, kje je
bil in kaj je storil. Urno mu dado toli-
ko mlaénega mleka in sirotke piti, da je
hudo bljuval, glavo pa mu umivajo z
mrzlo vodo. Komaj je uSel smrti; le po-
Casi je ozdravel.
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dog, a cat, and a kitten,
They all went out to see
A bug that danced, and a frog that sang,
And a mouse that climbed a tree.

The dog had an umbrella,
A fan adorned the cat,

The kitten was dressed in a pea-green silk
And a most astounding hat.

Ah, it was picnic weather,
All on a summer day;

And they had some bread and meat for lunch,
And cake to give away.

The bug then danced superbly,
The mouse sped up a tree,

The frog sang sweet of a ship that sailed
Across the sunlit sea.

And swift the hours went fleeting
Along the day’s bright course,

Till the bug and mouse were weary grown;
The frog was getting hoarse.

So arm in arm together,
When low the sun sank down,
They took their way through the gloaming gray,
Back to their home in town.
—T. S. C.
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Boy-Town Railroads

BILLY built a railroad that ran in

his yard. He pushed his “steam car”
up and down its tracks for a hundred
feet or more, and all the boys wanted
a ride.

So Billy, being a budding financier,
made them pay with balls and bats and
dogs and cats, and by and by Billy
owned most of the movable wealth of
Boytown.

Then he got tired of pushing the car
himself, so he hired a couple of other
boys to shove it along. And still he
took in the cash. But by and by busi-
ness got poor. The boys were still
there, they still wanted rides, but there
weren’t any marbles or bats or balls to
buy rides with.

So Billy said: “I guess this is what
father calls a panic. I'll have to get
some money in circulation again.”

So he offered to pay boys for build-
ing a depot, and for cleaning his yard
and whitewashing his fence, and weed-
ing his garden; he paid them well, and

the money all came back for railroad
rides. And Billy found he had all his
chores done and he still owned the
road and all the wealth of Boytown and
business grew dull again.

“Another panic”, said Billy,
can it be stopped?”’

Well, about this time the fellows got
discontended and they organized and
collected wheels and boards and tim-
bers, and donated the labor for a Co-
operative Railroad under their own
management. And Billy’s railroad
grew rusty and neglected, so that he
came over to see what the fellows were
doing.

He saw every boy took turns riding
and then pushing; they were having a
fine time.

“I guess I'll ride,” said Billy. And
he offered them some marbles.

“Dat don’t go on this line,” the boys
made answer. “If you’se want to ride,
you push first. It’s labor that talks
here!”

“How

Anise.

A Fish Story

N interesting experiment was tried
some time ago with an ordinary
salt-water herring. The fish was put
into a large bowl of salt water, and
every day a small quantity of it was
removed and an equal quantity of fresh
water substituted until eventually the
herring lived and thrived in purel
fresh water. "
The owner was so much pleased with
the success of the experiment that he

then began daily to remove a small
quantity of water from the bowl until
it was empty. The herring seemed to
do very well without it, and, since it
was so lively in the empty bowl, the
owner had to put it into a cage.

There it lived happily, hopping from
perch to perch, just like a bird, until
one day some sudden noise upset and
startled it, and it fell into the water
through and was drowned.
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In the Bakery

“N ONE of us has been sold to-day,”
said one little brown bun to an-
other.

“No, I am also astonished that no-
body is coming to buy us to-day.”

“Don’t you know that the baker is
boycotted?” said the loaf,

“What is ‘boycotted’?”
pastry.

“Ask the bread on the shelf, he has
been there since yesterday, and has
heard everything.”

“Yes? Then tell us, dear loaf.”

“Oh what do you know of such things
—you are still babies,” grunted the loaf
which looked very old and wise with his
white flour on his head.

“Do not grunt, dear loaf, tell us some-
thing, we are not so very young.”

“All right. Yesterday there came
some bakers. I know one who worked
here before, when I was flour in a sack.
They asked our master if he would ac-
cept their claim, but our master bullied
them and said, “No, never. Get out.”
Then they went out saying, “We shall
see!”

“Accept claims? What does that
mean?” queried the buns and pastries.

“Oh children, you are really stupid.
Did you never pay attention when you
were in the flour-sack, when the bakers
spoke to each other after they returned
from their meetings?”

“Yes, but I never thought about it.”

“You must pay attention to these
things. You must not live so much in
the dark if you want to become a class
conscious bun,” retorted the loaf.

“But I am no bun. I am a pastry.”

“Oh, therefore you are nothing better
than a pastry.”

“Don’t become angry, dear loaf. Tell
us about the demands.” ‘

“Well, you see that the bakers seldom
get out of the bakery. Other workers

inquired a

go home to their families in the evening,
but the bakers must always stay with
their masters, he feeds them and they
have to sleep in his house.”

“Well, isn’t that nice?” asked a bun.

“No. The other day one of the bakers
said angrily, “It is real slavery, never
can we be free. I shall not put up with
it any longer. I shall have my own
home and buy my own food.”

“But why doesn’t our master want
that?”

“Because he would then have to pay
higher wages.”

“Well, why doesn’t he do that, he
makes enough money ?"”

“Of course he makes enough money,
didn’t you see what nice clothes his
daughter wore last Sunday, with her
red face and the rings on her fingers?
And a very nice piano they bought the
other day, and the master’s wife had a
very fine hat yesterday.”

“Well, why doesn’t he give better
wages to his bakers?”

“Little fool, because he would not
have so much money himself.”

“But he would have enough.”

Just then the shop door opened and a
nice little boy entered.

“Now Jack,” asked the baker's wife,
“what do you want?”

“Father told me to ask you if you
have accepted the demands of the bak-
ers, otherwise he would not buy bread
any more from this shop.”

“My husband did not accept their de-
mands yesterday, and he will not do it
today. Good-bye.”

“Good-byle, Mrs. Mason,” said the
little boy. “Then I must go to the other
bakery, where the workers’ demands
were accepted.”

“Brr! Such clumsy fellows,” said the
baker’s wife and went back to her room
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in a temper. But the buns and pastries
Jjust laughed.

Then the shop door opened again and
a rich man and woman entered.

“Good morning, Mrs. Mason,” said
the lady, “Are you also suffering from
the boycott?”

“No, no, Mrs. Police Officer,” said
she, “We have only rich customers.”

“If we could only speak so that people
could understand us,” whispered the
buns and pastries, “Then we could tell
Mrs. Police Officer something.”

That baker’s wife shook the basket,
took four buns and put them in a paper
bag and gave them to Mrs. Police Offi-
cer.

In the afternoon, at 5 o’clock tea, Mr.
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Police Officer screwed his moustache
with his fingers, then took a bun, put a
lot of butter and honey on it and grunt-
ed, “This bakers’ strike has made us a
lot of work. Every day we have to con-
trol meetings, and we must fight with
the strikers. The workmen will not be
satisfied until they can live like million-
aires . . . O! O! Hi!”

“What is the matter, husband?”
asked Mrs. Police Officer, “Why do you
shout so much?”

“O a little bit of bun got in my
hollow tooth, O! I just bit on it,
O!_”

But the bun just laughed to itself and
thought, “I shall always trouble you if
you speak badly of the workers . ..”

The Tramp and the Owner

A so-called “weary Willie” had turned
in under a shady tree for a peaceful
slumber, when he was rudely awakened
by the snobbish owner of the property
on which he was sleeping.

Owner—“Here! Here! Get up and get
out of this! What right have you to
sleep on my land?”

Tramp—*“Is dis your land, boss

Owner—“Why, certainly it's
land.”

Tramp—*“Where did yous get dis yere
land, boss ?”

Owner—‘I inherited it from my fa-
ther.”

Tramp—“And where did yer dad get
it?”

‘)"

my

Owner—*“He inherited it from his fa-
ther.”

Tramp—“And where did yer grand-
dad get it?”

Owner—*“My grandfather, sir, fought
for this piece of ground—and I want no
further parley with you, get yourself
off of here in a hurry.”

Tramp—*“Not so fast, boss, not so
fast—you say yer grand-dad fought for
this ground—did dat make it hisen?”

Owner—*“Certainly it did, it came to
him by right of conquest.”

Tramp (beginning to take off his
coat)—“Well, sonny, peel yer jacket, dis
year place suits me bully, and dere is
gonna be anuder fight fer it in just a
jiffy.”
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Animals

By MANUEL KOMROFF

“NOW what a naughty child you are!

That’s not nice to throw the ba-
nana skin on the walk. If you were a
good boy you would carry it over to
the refuse can and throw it inside.”
Thus the nurse scolded the child who
listened only partly and munched the
banana. There were other children with
their uniformed nurses gathered in this
section of Central Park for it was con-
venient to their Park Avenue homes as
well as to the menagerie animals.

Now you will rememher that for next
time, won’t you, darling, and so you
don’t forget, go now and pick it up and
carry it ...

“The man took it,” said the child.

And that is what happened. A man
passed, and as nobody seemed watch-
ing he stooped and picked it up and be-
gan at once to eat it, casting quick
glances to the right and left until he
swallowed it completely.

“Come away,” said the nurse leading
off the child, and to hersel! she said,
“What a horrid man to do such a dis-
gusting thing in front of little children.
The ugly brute.”

They went on to the zoo.

Now in the zoo all the animals are
fed between the hours of one and two.
The little monkeys get their tidbits and
fresh vegetables and vitamin laden
oranges at about this time. The wolves
and jackals and ugly hyenas get their
beef stew and the birds and the kindly
jackass and camels receive their grain
and so do all the other beasts. And the
lion and tiger get their great chunks of
red beef, rich and juicy with bone and
gristle, and the poor hippo, pressed into
a tank that is hardly large enough to
hold him, opens his great mouth and
receives its ten loaves of bread, a whole
bushel of carrots and several other
bushels of assorted dainties like beets

and turnips with their fresh greens at-
tached.

The lion pulls at the cords of his
beef and the tiger claims his bone and
cruches it with his powerful jaws. But
the poor hippo only partly content with
his five bushels ration sinks back into
the pool and closes his eyes wearily to
the strange jungle about. him made of
stone and iron—to the sight of steam
and sky-scrapers—to the noise of mo-
tors and whistles. What was it all
worth to him! He would trade it all for
a quiet pool in a muddy tropical swamp.

“Now we must go,” said the nurse,
“it is time to go home and eat our own
dinner.”

In the afternoon there was a telephone
call and the nurse was told to bring the
child downtown to meet his daddy who
would be through with his work at three
o’clock and take them for a ride in the
car. Daddy was a judge. He did not
sit in a high court for he was only a
magistrate, but he was a good judge
and a very kind man.

It was a few minutes before three
o’clock when the nurse and the little
boy entered the court room.

“Daddy,” cried the child seeing his
father behind the great desk; but the
nurse checked him.

“Not now, darling, your Daddy is
busy and you must not interrupt him.”

They took seats near the front and
waited for the case to finish.

Some boys had been arrested for
stealing lead pipes from a building
about to be torn down. The lame watch-
man was there and the policeman as
well as a representative of the wreck-
ing company. But the judge could not
decide. He ordered a probation officer
of his court to investigate and give him
a full report of the home life of the
boys
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“The reformatory,” he said, “has
often started boys off on a life of crime
and I am unwilling to send these boys
away unless I know that nothing else
can be done.
row.”

“Held over ’till tomorrow,” repeated
the clerk. ,

And the judge dipped his pen and
wrote something as the young offenders
were led through the caged passageway.

But there was one more case.

Two park keepers and a policeman
were ready to testify and on the other
side . ..

“The big man,” said the child.

“What man, darling?” asked the
nurse.

“The same man.”
to the prisoner.

“The man in the park. He ate the
peel.”

“Hush, darling. Not so loud.”

There was a package wrapped in
newspaper that one of the park wardens
held in his hand.

“We have it here, your honor,” he
said. “We had to struggle with him
before we could take it away.”

“What is it?”

“The meat.”

“And we had to chase him three
blocks before we caught him,” added
the policeman.

“Keep it, there, T don’t need to see it,”
said the judge, eyeing the stained news-
paper bundle. “Who is the owner?”

“The City of New York. It’s munici-
pal property,” said one of the wardens
proudly.

“And where was it stolen?”

“From the basket at one o’clock when
it was time to feed the animals.”

“Then he ran with it,” added the po-
liceman. “Three blocks!”

“We had to fight to take it away from
him, he was eating it.”

“What is your name?” said the judge.

The child pointed

Held over until tomor-.

©
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The prisoner gave his name,

“Are you out of work?”

“Yes.’l

“What is your trade?”

“Iron worker.”

“How long have you been unem-
ployed ?”

“Six months.”

“And you took the meat because you
were hungry ?”

The prisoner was silent. He did not

want to confess his guilt.

But the judge was kindly. “If you
were not hungry, vou would not have
done it, would you?”

The prisoner looked hard into tha
magistrate’s eyes to see what it was
that was required of him.

“You wouldn’t, would you?” said the
judge quietly,

The prisoner was silent but he shook
his head slowly.

“Of course not,” added the judge.
“Man is pressed to great extremes only
by necessity.”

“It would be a bad precedent . . .”
began one of the wardens, seeing that
the judge was about to free the pris-
oner.

“You need not bother about the pre-
cedent. T am here for that purpose.
The prisoner is dismissed.”

“You see, darling,” said the nurse,
“your daddy is a very kind man. He
understands everything.”

The wardens and policeman left the
courtroom in anger for all their trouble
had come to nought.

But the prisoner remained at the bar.

“Go on home,” said the clerk. “You
are free.”

He started slowly out of the room.
The big bulky iron worker, once a pow-
erful bullying brawny specimen of hu-
manity was now an enfeebled speech-
less shell. He staggered to the door for
he was now free—free to starve.
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A Letter to Edward

Dear Edward:—

Today I shall tell you about Mrs.
Ocvirk.—She and her family lived in the
“old country.” One day—many years
ago—Mrs. Ocvirk’s sister, Mara, and
her husband decided to come to Amer-
ica. Before they left, Mara went to
Mrs. Ocvirk and said, “Why don’t you
let Stanko go over with us?”

“Stanko?” gasped Mrs. Ocvirk.

Stanko was her oldest son—14 years
old.

“Yes,” hastened Mara. “We can take
him over as our own. He's young; he’ll
pick up the language quickly; he'll get
a job. Then, in a few years, when he’s
settled and making good money, you can
all come after him. Wouldn’t it be nice
if you and your husband could all go to
America?”

Mrs. Ocvirk was hesitant. The idea
was so new and unexpected that she
couldn’t find words for answer.

Stanko was summoned. His face
showed a strange mixture of enthusiasm
and fear that perhaps his mother could
not be persuaded to allow him this ad-
venturous trip.

But his fear was short-lived. As if
partly in a dream, he had come from one
world into another to live.

America was free, so wonderful. Just
ordinary people owned cars and bought
nice clothes. Especially here in Chi-
cago! Why, everybody could live like a
nobleman if—if he but wanted to! So
Stanko thought.

His aunt and uncle had moved into a
neighborhood where strangely enough
people spoke Italian, Croatian, Slovene,
Polish, and even Jewish. They bought
and operated a tavern. Of course, it
didn’t all go as smoothly as that. Pro-
hibition was still in effeet and Stanko
sensed all kinds of “political” deals and

By MARRY JUGG

undercover plays. He didn’t understand
them, and didn’t care to. He had ambi-
tions of his own! Some day he would no
longer have to help his aunt and uncle in
this tavern. It was nice of Aunt Mara
to help him along and give him a tem-
porary home, but it wasn’t the kind of
life he’d like. He was going to get
money—Ilots of it—and then he could
live like he had seen people in a “better”
neighborhood live . . .

Three years had passed and Stanko
was still far from seeing his dream come
true. Two strides he had made, how-
ever. He had made a few friends who
could understand his broken English
and he had saved a few cents each week
from the allowance his aunt had given
him. One day he approached his aunt.

“Aunt Mara, I'm going to leave here.”

“Are you silly, Stanko?” exclaimed
Aunt Mara. “Where will you go? What
do?”

“Oh, T'll get along,” said Stanko.
“Thank you for everything. You've
been nice to me. But I don’t want to be
a burden to you any longer. I want
to make my own way. I'm old enough
and I can speak well enough to be un-
derstood. I’ll get me a job.”

“There are no jobs now, son,” cau-
tioned Aunt Mara. “We're in the thick
of the depression. Don’t you know
that?”

“Anyway, I'll get a job. Goodbye and
thanks.”

No one can say that Stanko did not
try. Day after day he walked the
streets, scanned the newspapers. Just
let him get a chance and he’d climb rap-
idly! He was as good as the best of
them when it came to working hard to
earn money! But most of the time he
suffered ridicule. “That young for-
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eigner,” he heard people say as they
turned him away.

“Why don’t you try the CCC camp?”
asked his buddy. ‘“You're the right age,
and they’ll treat you swell, so I've
heard.” And Stanko tried.

“Got dependent folks in this coun-
try ?” No. No. “No, we can’t take you
in.”

One day Stanko met his old friend,
Bill. He was flashing a new suit and
a new car. “How’d you like the get-
up?” threw Bill.

Stanko stared. If he weren't a man
now, he’'d have cried. Here he was—at
the end of all hope to get something to
do, and here was Bill, who he knew did
not try half so hard flaunting these
“riches’” in his face.

“Where—where did you get them?”
he choked.

“Aw, that’s easy,” boasted Bill.

“Easy ?”

“Sure. When you’re in America do
as the Americans do, or somepin’ like
that.”

Stanko was interested. “You gotta
know how!” said Bill, smart-like.

Stanko would acquire that air of
knowing how, Maybe that was what
held him back from getting a job. Bill
stepped up to him, confidentially. He
whispered; he looked about cautiously ;
he hinted at brighter promises.

“Gosh,” said Stanko. “But that
would be against the law. They'd—
they’d catch you and put you in jail.
It’s—it’s a crime.”

“Well, think about it or starve,” Bill
tossed as he slammed the door of his
new car and drove away.

Stanko thought. His money had
gone; tomorrow if he went looking for
another job, how would he eat? Well,
just this once. Just this once until he’d
get some more money to last him. Yes.
Yes. He would take up Bill’s proposi-
tion!

That night five of them met. Bill
had planned the whole procedure. They
went about their work as though it were
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right and honorable. They stole. And
they got away.

This happened again the next night
and the next. Stanko was learning the
game! But on the fifth round, the ta-
iles turned!

They had been stealing, there were
some cops around, and then there was
shooting. Stanko didn’t know who did
it—but a policeman was shot!

Stanko and his four companions were
brought before the court. None of them
talked; none of them admitted the rob-
beries. None of them but Stanko. He
was truthful. His mother and aunt had
taught it to him. That he would be—
always!

Stanko and his four companions were
sent to jail and reformatory. But while
the others served sentence on the charge
of robberies, Stanko was held for man-
slaughter. Anyway, his parents must
not know! Even Mara and her husband
gave their word of honor that they
would keep the truth from Mr. and Mrs.
Ocvirk.

But things have a way of becoming
known. Stanko’s parents did learn the
truth. In the place of joyful anticipa-
tion that someday they would follow
their successful son to America were
disappointment and heartbreak. To
think that from this religious family
should come a robber and a man-killer!
So Mrs. Ocvirk’s heart eried out! Nev-
er, never could her heart be mended
again . . .

*

Stanko had been a victim of environ-
ment and circumstance. He had never
meant to steal. In fact, he was not
responsible for the killing. Yet, in the
eyes of religion he was a eriminal and
would have to suffer for his bad deeds
—even after he had paid his debt to the
law here on earth. According to the
teachings of religion, Stanko could nev-
er go to Heaven—as it is pictured for
all good people.

Now, in Heaven everyone is supposed
to be perfectly happy. All cares and
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worries fall away. Everyone who ‘“de-
serves” to go there, will find a place
there. So runs the story of religion,

Now Stanko’s mother, never having
harmed anyone and always living as
she thought most proper, should certain;
ly deserve a seat in heaven. Her son,
Stanko, on the other hand, would be
sent to the other place. Do you think
Stanko’s mother would really be happy ?
Do you think she would care anything
at all about Heaven when the heartache
about her son was still burning within
her?
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I don’t believe it will help you or me
to “kid” ourselves about any such fairy
story. If you read the last two letters
over carefully and learn “to take” the
truth, I don’t believe you will care about
any imaginary stories about a place
that could not exist to anyone’s best
judgment. Instead, we can see for our-
selves that if we are all sincere in mak-
ing things the very best we can here
upon this earth, we can have a “heaven”
right here, and a more perfect one than
any that exists in stories.

Chopin The Great Musician

(Conclusion.)

And one day when Chopin was in the
Imperial Library at Vienna, he was
astonished to see a book of music there
with the name ‘Chopin’ on it. He said to
himself, ‘I have never heard of any
other musician named Chopin, so per-
haps there is a mistake somewhere’.

However, he took up the volume, and
looked inside, and lo and behold! it was
all in his own handwriting. The publish-
er of his variations had realized that
the composer would one day become fa-
mous, and, after printing the variations,
had sent the manuseript to be carefully
kept for ever in the Imperial Library.

So Chopin had a great surprise, and
he wrote home to tell his mother and
father about it, and the letter can still
be read.

When Chopin was twenty-two he
decided to go to Paris. There he made
friends with many of the chief musi-
cians, but he found life very expen-
sive, and almost decided to emigrate to
America. But one day in the street
he met Prince Radziwill, who had been
good to him when he was a boy, so he
told the Prince about the American
project.

The Prince said nothing to dissuade

him, but persuaded him to come that
evening to a party at the house of the
great rich baron Rothschild. There he
was, of course, asked to play, and all
the people present admired his play-
ing so much that he realized that the
tide has turned and success was at
hand. So he never went to America
after all, but stayed in Paris and grew
more and more famous.

Whenever a poor Pole was in Paris,
Chopin, who now began to make lots of
money, was ready to help him. Once
he had arranged to go with his friend
the musician, Hiller, to the Lower
Rhine Musical Festival, which Men-
delssohn was to conduct. But when
the time came he had given all his
money to some of the poor Poles who
had fled to Paris for refuge, and he
had to tell Hiller to go alone.

But Hiller would not consent, and
then a thought struck Chopin. He took
up the manuscript of his beautiful E
flat Waltz, ran off with it to a pub-
lisher’s, and came back with 500 franes.
So the two friends were able to go to-
gether after all. At the Festival Cho-
pin became great friends with Men-
delssohn.
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Chopin had a great many pupils
amongst the Parisians. The chief thing
that he taught them was to play with
a beautiful light touch.

As you know, there are some pianists
who have done lots of scales and exer-
cises and made their fingers very
strong, but who cannot play lightly.
It is good for these people to practise
Chopin’s compositions, because these
need to be played with a light touch,
or they are spoilt.

All the latter part of his life poor
Chopin had bad health. He was con-
sumptive. Once he went to London
especialy to consult some famous doc-
tor. He did not want people to know
he was there, so he called himself Mr.
Fritz. But some ladies who persuaded
him to play to them guessed who it
must be.

Then, in 1848, when he was thirty-
nine years old, he went again. He
used to be very fond of Broadwood’s
pianos and used to go to their shop in
London to practise. But he was now
so weak that, to save him exertion,
some one in the shop would lift him
up like a child and carry him up to
the piano room.

After playing the piano a good deal
at parties at some of the big houses
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in London, he went to Manchester, and
then to Edinburgh and Glasgow. The
Scottish people, who are very hospit-
able, almost killed him with kindness.

This visit to Britain was altogether
too tiring, and poor Chopin went home
exhausted.

At last, at the age of only 40, poor
Chopin was found to be dying. One
of the last things he asked was mu-
sic. He begged a Polish countess,
who had come to visit him, to sing and
play, and she did so, much to his com-
fort. Then, a day or two later, he
passed away.

Chopin’s Music

If you are old enuogh to play Cho-
pin’s music you have perhaps already
found out that he did not write many
Sonatas or other long pieces with sev-
eral ‘movements”’ He preferred to
write shorter pieces such as Nocturnes,
Preludes, Studies, Impromptus, Bal-
lades, Waltzes, Mazurkas, and Polo-
naises.

All Chopin’s best music was for
piano. You see this was the instrument
he loved and played so beautifully, and
he understood perhaps better than any
one who has ever lived how to write
music that should sound well on it.

Some Authors You Should Know

JACK LONDON is a writer who was
once thought greater than he was but
is now thought less of than he should
be. London was born in California on
a ranch. His parents were poor and
soon moved to Oakland where young
Jack sold papers and played around the
water front.

When still a very young boy he be-
came an “oyster pirate.” Some people
who owned land fronting on San Fran-
cisco bay planted and raised oysters
just as some farmers plant and grow

corn. The oyster pirates would go out
in little boats at night and steal the
oysters from these “farms.”

He became captain of one of these
oyster pirate boats before he was twen-
ty years old. As captain he had to boss
the other members of the crew all of
whom were older than he was. He tired
of the life of an oyster pirate and went
to sea as a sailor “before the mast.” As
a-sailor he went to Japan and up into
the Arctic.

After awhile he tired of a sailor’s life
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as he had tired of the life of an oyster
pirate. So he became a hobo and trav-
eled all over the United States. While
a hobo he got the ambition to “make
something of himself.” So he went
back to Oakland and with the help of
a saloon keeper managed to go through
high school and college. The saloon
keeper loaned him the money to pay
his way through school and helped him
later.

Out of college Jack London tried to
write stories. His mind was filled with
things he had seen as an oyster pirate,
as a sailor and as a hobo. But his
struggle to become a writer whose sto-
ries would sell was very hard. While
trying to raake a name for himself as
a writer he became a Socialist.

He had always been in sympathy for
the poor and those called “under dogs.”
When he heard about Socialism he in-
vestigated and read more and more
about it. Finally he joined the Social-
ist party and became one of the younger
leaders in it.

After a long struggle his stories be-
gan to sell. Almost overnight he was
famous. His stories were all what is
called “red blooded stuff.” They were
about men fighting storms, against oth-
er men, against the sea and such things.
When he was famous, editors eagerly
bought stories they had refused to buy
before,

The fame which came to Jack Lon-
don also brought him money. He be-
came rich. And while he was rich he
proved that what some people say about
Socialists is not true. It is often said
of Socialist, “If you had money you
would be as bad as the rich are; you
would forget all about the poor.” But
Jack London didn’t do that. He devoted
more time to the Socialist cause than
he had before he was rich.

Men who had known him when he
was an oyster pirate, a sailor or a hobo
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were always helped by Jack London
when they were in need. The great
tragedy of his life was that he drank
too much booze. He wrote all about
his fight to break that habit in a book
called, *“John Barleycorn.” Some of
his other famous books are “Martin
Eden” in which he tells of his own
struggle to get an education, “The Call
of the Wild” one of the great stories
of animal life and “War of the Classes"”
a book of essays about Socialism.

Jack London is an example of a poor
boy who became a noted writer after a
struggle against great odds. But more,
he was a man who became famous who
never forgot the people from whom he
came,

FRANCOIS VILLON.—(Pronounced
France-wa Veeyon)—The first of the
great French poets was born in Paris
in 1431, about 60 years before America
was discovered by Europeans. Villon
was what many people would term a
scoundrel ; he robbed péople, burglarized
churches, stole geese, ete. Several times,
he came within “inches” of being hung
on the high gallows on Montmartre
hill. No doubt, he drank a little more
wine than was good for him, and gorged
himself when food was a-plenty (which
wasn’t every day, by any means). Vil-
lon was the first writer since the Roman
Empire who was distinctly a “city
man.” He hated the country, and was
amused by the sayings and behavior of
country people. He was never happy
except within the walls of medieval
Paris. He knew all the good inns where
roast geese turned over the fire and
smacking wine was served; he knew
the fine girls of Paris and where kisses
might be stolen; he virtually knew
Paris “inside out” and was said to be
as much at home on the roofs and
house-tops of the city as any tom-cat.

(To be continued next month)
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CHATTER.
CORNER,,

EDITED BY JOYF

L MEMBERS
of the S.NF.J.

BE A GOOD FIGHTER

FAR RFEADERS: Are you a

good fighter? Well, here is a

chanece for you. Fight these

things in yourself: Anger,
fear, worry, hate, revenge, supersti-
tion, greed, grief, the blues and every
thought that makes youw weak.

You can feel that such thoughts take
away your strength if you stop to think.
They are detrimental to yowr body and
mind. Get rid of them now, while you
are growing. That will help you physi-
cally and mentally. It will free your
mind of silly thoughts.

Remember that you have no strength
or health to throw away. Use your
energy to your best advantage. Anger
tears up your merves, so does worry
and hate and revenge. All religious
creeds and Dbeliefs and dogmas are
based on fear and superstition. They
have no place in the mind of a free in-
dividual. The only true knowledge is
found in true science and education.

We must have freedom in every human
endeavor. Free-thought is the salva-
tion. of human race; superstition is
based on ignorance, it is mental slavery.

You need health and strength to do
what you wish to get done in this
world. But youw must free your mind
of all fear and superstition, religious
and “popular.”” All these imaginary
enemies of ours must be annihilated
within us. You must be a good fighter
to get rid of them. Don’t let them get
the best of you, never! Fight them off
now, Do not believe in any supernatural
power. Science has mno proof for it.
Therefore it does mnot exist. Believe
what you see and experience. Supersti-
tion is bunk plain and simple. It belongs
in the past when ignorance was in full
bloom.

Be a good fighter for true knowledge
and against darkness.
—EDITOR.

Dear Editor: It is a long time since I wrote
my last letter, but now I have plenty of time
because I am through with school for the
summer. I graduated from Roosevelt Junior
High School on June 22. In September I
will be going to Jefferson High School, start-
ing my second year, I am taking the Practical
Arts course and I have three more years to
go and then I will be finished with school.

My brother John graduated the same time
from Jefferson and he now would like to work.
My brother Joe and sister’s husband Tony
work in General Motors in Linden, N, J.
It is a very large plant there and they make
Pontiacs, Oldsmobiles, and Buick cars there.
They like their work very much and make
good salaries.

My father sailed for Europe on June 30
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on the Acquitania. He is going to visit Jugo-
slavia to see his father. He will be away 3
months. He will go to Semich and also visit
Lake Bled and Ljubljana. My sister Mary
and I went to New York with my father
to see him off. The French ship Normandie
was at the pier too. This is the largest ship
in the world, and the Acquitania is very large
too. My sister and I went on board and we
inspected the ship from end to end. It is
beautiful inside and just like a hotel. It has

dining rooms, smoke room, library, beautiful

stairways and we visited the staterooms in
first, second and third class. We saw my
father's stateroom where he will stay the next
five days or so. It has 3 bunks in the room
and so my father will have 2 other room
mates. We stayed on ship until we were
told to go ashore and we waited until the
ship left the pier, The Normandie sailed
first and then the Acquitania, it was a beauti-
ful sight to see them go.

Going home we stopped at the Acquarium
and saw all kinds of fish—sharks, snake-
fish, clown fish, lobsters, sturgeons and many
others., The electrical eel interested me the
most. It used its electrical fangs to stun
other fish and the shock is enough to knock
down a horse. The eel is 8 feet long. We also
passed the Empire Building and then went
home.

I hope all members who go to school have
a pleasant vacation and also all the others
who are going away to enjoy themselves.

FRANK PASARICH, Lodge 540,
723 Clarkson ave., Elizabeth, N. J.
* *

Dear Editor:—Again I try to write to this
wonderful magazine with hopes in mind that
my letter will be published.

This time I write from a new location and
I live in a new home. May 24, we moved
from Westchester to 521 Pennsylvania ave,,
in Fairmont, W. Va.

We now live in a six room house and we
have a bathroom in this place, but before
we didn’t have one. It also has a little base-
ment. We have a small garden with three
grapevines (they aren't very big) and one
plum tree.

So far we have lettuce, radishes, onions,
tomatoes, and peppers planted.

We have electricity, city water, hot water
and now we use gas. The avenue we live
on connects with Main street, so you can
imagine how close we live to town. We live
so close that I walk almost every day to
town.

June 11, I saw Sally Rand, in person, at
one of the largest stores in Fairmont. She
was speaking about beachwear. She was
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appearing at the Fairmont theatre with her
fans and all. I got her autograph and thank-
ed her personally. I think I will remember
that for a long time. I am trying to get
autographs of as many people as I can. I
also want to get important people to sign
their name in my autograph book if I can.

I am now going to be a freshman in high
school. My sister is going to be a senior and
she is going to graduate this year. My brother
was promoted to the sixth grade. I have
got along fine in school so far and I hope
to keep on going. Our school was out May
14. I noticed in the May issue of this ma-
gazine, Mary Tursich wrote from Hysota, Pa.
Well, Hysota was my birthplace. I always
like to go back some day and visit everybody
I know. Although some of the people have
moved away, I believe I know where all my
friends live, and if I can’t visit them I write
to them.

I seem to be losing the power of thinking
of news. I hope my penpals will notice my
change of address and I hope some more
people would write to me.

Since April, my grandmother has been
living with us; she is my maternal gra’ma.

A proud member,

DOROTHY J. PRELC,
521 Penna ave., Fairmont, W. Va.
£ % %

Dear Editor:—School is out and vacation
time is here. There should be many letters
in the M. L., for the children have time to
write now. So, here I am writing a letter to
this wonderful magazine.

I was promoted in school, and my brothers
also passed to higher grades.

I wonder why Margaret Keglovich doesn’t
write to the M. L. (Are you sleeping, Mar-
garet?) She can write interesting letters if
she wants to. It is raining out here. It means
that it is time to work in the garden.

I want lots of Pen Pals from all over the
country, and will be waiting patiently to hear
from every one. Please, Pals, don't pass me
by.

JUSTINA LOVSIN, Bentleyville, Pa.
* B -

Dear Editor:—This in my second letter to
Mladinski List.

I want to tell our readers about the first
outing this summer, of the SNPJ Little Com-
rades.

On Saturday morning, June 19, we started
from Slovene Nat’l Home on St. Clair ave.
at 10 o'clock. We took a Nottingham car to
the end of the line and then we walked from
there to the Metropolitan Park.

There were about 12 of us members and
Miss Christie Elercic was our guide. When
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we got to the park after the long hike from
the car line we were all quite hungry. First
of all we found tables and then oh! boy!
did we go into our lunch boxes. For our lunch
we roasted wieners and they never tasted
better. During the afternoon we did all sorts
of things. We went wading too.

But first we had a nice outdoor meeting
with Vick Vehar presiding. We decided on
our next outing, for July 17, at Brookside
Zoo Park.

After swimming and wading we decided
to climb Mt. Baldie. The boys beat us. So
when we did get up they shoved us down.

By then it was getting late and we finished
what was left of our lunches and started for
home. We were a tired but very happy crowd.

VIOLET JEAN SVIGEL,
5809 White ave., Cleveland, Ohio.

P. S.—I hope some of the Senior Members
of Comrades read this. I would like them to
know that we Little Comrades appreciate the
fact that the Lodge pays for all our transport-
ation. V. J. S.

* * £

Dear Editor:—I am eleven years old and
go to the sixth grade at the Villard State
school. Our school was out May 25, and we
had our picnic at Greenwood Park which is
about eight miles from school.

I live on a farm and take care of my sheep.
I also like to go fishing with my big brother.

We heard the SNPJ convention radio pro-
gram May 22 and we enjoyed it very much.

I am fond of reading the Mladinski List.
I also would like to have some one write to
me, I will gladly answer all letters.

FRANK GABROVIC,
Route 1, Box 1, Willard, Wis.
* - *

Dear Editor:—Do you think it is time for
me to write to the M. L.? The weather made
me lazy. It was to hot to write. Then it was
raining out here and we had a hail storm two
weeks ago. Our gardens were badly damaged.

How are all my pen-pals? I hope that they
are feeling fine. I love four pen-pals. They
are Josephine Greachovar, Anne Valencic,
Anne Gamicich and Helen Maodush. All of
them but one live in Thornton, Ill., and I have
one that lives in Renton, Pa, She is Anne
Valencic. I did not hear from them for a
long time. I hope that they would write. I
like my pen-pals very much and I hope that
they would write.

I have a brother-in-law now, and I like him
very much.

We got a new Chrysler and like it very
much. It is black with silver trim. We are
planning to take a trip to Chicago in our
new car this summer.
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The mines are working very slow. They
are working two days a week. Dawson didn't
work as slow as it is now.

Hoping to hear from my pen-pals, I'll say
Good-by and good luck to everyone,

STELLA MARIE PLESOVICH,
(Lodge 744), Dawson, N. Mex.
¥ » L

Dear Editor:—This is my second letter to
the M. L. I am having a nice summer vacation
and hope the boys and girls from other states
are too. We go in swimming almost every
day at Ely Lake.

I want to say hello to my grandmother,
grandfather and all my uncles and aunts in
Pennsylvania. I hope they will read my letter.

I have passed into the 10th grade. The
school I will be going to is the Senior high
school.

On Sunday, June 19, we had a picnic at
Ely Lake. It was a successfull one.

I also wish to say hello to all my pen-pals
and wish that they would write to the M.
L. I am sending a Slovene poem that =y
grandmother likes. My mother told me what
it means, I think the other boys and girls
would like it.

A Constant Reader,

GAIL DROBNICH,
728% Summit st., Eveleth, Minn.
Here is the poem:
Rozic ne bom trgala,
da bi vence spletala,
mirno svobodno ljubo,
po planincah naj eveto.

Ce bi jih utrgala,
revice bi umirale,
glavice bi povesale,
solnca ne bi videle.

Jaz sem tudi roZica,
v krasnem vrtu usajena,
skrivam se zdaj tu, zdaj tam,
utrgati se pa ne dam.

* B *

Dear Editor:—This is my first letter to the
Mladinski List. I am sorry I haven’t written
sooner, but I will try to write more often now
that I am on my vacation.—My habit is col-
lecting pictures of movie stars.—I would like
other members to write to me.

Jokes: Did you ever see a butterfly (butter
fly). — Did you ever see a match box (match-
box). JEAN ANZUR,

720 — 25th st., Ambridge, Pa.
* L *

Dear Editor:—This is my first letter to
the M. L. I am 8 years old and in the third
grade. My teacher's name is Miss Chase. She
is a very good teacher.
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All of our class went on a visit to Seattle.
We saw many interesting things. We saw
the Boling Airport, new bomber, frozen fish
exhibit, U. S. Destroyer 57, Woodland park,
Washington State Museum, and Seattle Fire
Dep’t which I liked very much,

Our school was out June 9.

I am not living in Washington very long,
but it is a very nice state. Everything is
beautiful and green. It has beautiful parks
and many lakes and different streams to fish
in. — Best regards to Readers and the Editor.

DELMA TOMSICH,
Box 231, Black Diamond, Wash,

* #* *®

Dear Editor:—It has been a long time since
I have written to the M. L. My birthday was
July 21 and I am 13 years old. I graduated
from the 8th grade. There were 18 girls and
6 boys in our graduation class. Everyone re-
ceived a written certificate.

The firemen organized a bugle and drum
corps in December and my brother and I join-
ed. We play the bugles. June 10 was our
first parade at Pitcairn and then in our own
town when 33 companies were in line. Then
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followed New Alexandria, West Newton, Van-
dergrift, Greensburgh, Latrobe, Trafford,
Harrison City, and Mt. Pleasant ending in
the month of June. We all had a very good
time going to all these places. I know that
my vacation will soon be over.

On May 22 we heard the SNPJ Slovene
program from Cleveland over WJZ, New
York. We heard it very plainly. It is a great
distance from us.

I will write more next time.

MARION JEREB,
92 Lincoln ave., North Irwin, Pa.
* £ *

Dear Editor:—I am 10 years of age and
will be in the sixth grade at the beginning
of the school. I enjoy my subjects very much
and hope to continue on through high school,
and if money permits, I'll go to college and
study for a school teacher. I belong to SNPJ
Lodge 87 and think “it’s swell”. We had our
picnic at Shuster's farm on June 20 and we
had a grand time. It’s time for me to close
now. And wish some boys and girls would
write to me. This is my first letter to the
M. L. An SNPJ Booster,

GRACE SMOLICH, Herminie, Pa.

An Unfriendly Dog

“O NE day I had an interesting experi-

ence with an unfriendly dog,” said
a man not long ago. “He was on the
porch of a home when I turned into the
front walk, and as soon as he saw me,
he evidently decided that he didn’t like
my face. He bristled all over, growled,
barked and tried to show me in every
way he could that to go near him would
cost me dearly.

“But dogs, you know, like to bluff,
and T decided that this one wasn’t go-
ing to bluff me. I'll admit I felt a bit
nervous, but I walked confidently to-
ward him and up the porch steps, pay-

ing absolutely no attention to his angry
protests. For a moment I thought he
was going to leap at me, but he didn’t.
When he saw me on the porch as
though I belonged there, he quieted
down and looked quite sheepish., But if
I had exihibited the least sign of fear,
I feel quite sure that he would have been
chewing at my leg.

“And right then it struck me that if
yvou hide any fears you feel, and show
confidence in yourself, you can get past
lots of difficulties just as I got past that
dog.”




